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Young Wild Wes t at Death Gorge
Or, CHEYENNE CHARLIE'S HARD-PAN HIT
By AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPTER I.
What Happened at the Mouth of Death Gorge.

"Why, hello, Miss! When I first sot eyes on
er I was so surprised that I couldn't open my
outh. Blamed if I ever expected ter find anyhing in ther line of a piece of calico in this sunurnt an' dried-up region. Don't git skeered at
e I'm only a poor, travelin' perfessor of mediine what's tryin' ter ea1·n an honest livin'. I
ouldn't harm a hair in your head."
"Oh, that's all right, stranger. I reckon you
ouldn't harm me any, if yer wanted to. I ain't
een brought up in ther wilds of Arizony fur
othin'. I ain't never seen ther galoot I was
fraid of. So you're a perfessor of medicine,
h ?"
"Yes, sorter that way. I'm sellin' arnica plasers an' sich-like ter try an' git enough money
er start me in business in some good, hustlin'
fllinin' camp, where there's a chance ter do a
µttle speculatin' an' git rich. Yer live around
ere somewhere s, eh, Miss?"
"Yes, about two miles further on is where I
ive. My dad owns a mighty good-payin ' claim
at ther Gorge, an' we're gittin' along fine. Dad's
ame is Bill Sickles, an' I'm Annetta, or Net fur
hort, which is what every one calls me. What's
our name, perfessor? "
"William Harvey, but them what knows me
·est calls me Uncle Bill. I never got ter be a
perfessor of medicine ·till I started ter come out
est. I've sold fifteen hundred dollars' worth of
arnica plasters an' bottles of balsam apple healin'
juice, an' there's about ninety per cent. profit in
it, so I ain't suffered much. I've had shipments
comin' right along, but I s'pose that part of it is
done now I'm so fur away from a railroad that
no mail or express kin reach me."
"Oh, we have the mail ter come to Death Gorge,
all right, professor. Don't git alarmed about
that."
"Death Gorge, yer say? Is that ther name of
ther town where you live?"
"Yes, an' a blamed nice name it is, tool Everybody says that what strikes ther camp. Jest
look around yer. Do ye1· see anything that looks
alive but you an' me an' our two horses an' ther
burro you've got there? If yer do, jest let me
know, so I kin look at it, perfessor."
"See here, gal. Don't call me perfessor any
more. I'm sorry I said I was a perfessor of
medicine now. Jest call me Uncle Bill; that's

what I want ter be called. It sorter makes me
feel more homelike."
"All right, Uncle Bill. But just look around,
an' if you kin see anything that's alive, outside
of them I jest spoke of, I'll stand treat when we
git to Bill Bugg's tavern."
"Oh, I've looked around a whole lot since I
left ther ranch I stopped at ther day afore yisterday," was the rnply. "It's a sorter forsaken
<;ountry, all right. But I was told that this was
ther way ter come ter strike gold, so I jest come,
that's all."
It certainly was a forlorn part of the country.
The alkali sand was inches deep on the hot
ground; cliffs reared themselves in weird, fantastic shapes on all sides, and nowhere was a spear
of grass or a sign of life to be seen. It was a
portion of the Great A1·izona desert that Uncle
Bill Harvey had crossed, after leaving his last
stopping place, and he .had been nearly two days
in getting to the mouth of Death Gorge. No
wonder he was surprised when he saw a very
pretty girl, who was attired in a roughly made
but picturesque , costume, riding a lean-lookin g
mustang through the gorge, as he turned a bend
and came to the mouth. The "perfessor of medicine," as he had chosen to call h,imself, was a
man past fifty, and his appearance indicated that
he had shared plenty of the hard knocks that
come to mankind in general. But a close observer
would have set him down as an honest man,
though rather eccentric, perhaps.
"This here place would make a blamed good
picture ter look at," Bill Harvey said, nodding to
the girl. "But I don't think it would be much of
a place ter live in, Miss Sickles."
"Right yer are, Uncle Bill," she answered. "But
Death Gorge itself ain't exactly like Death Gorge
Minin' Camp. There happens ter be water at ther
camp an' plenty of it; an' where there's water
things will grow. We've got thirteen trees over
there, besides a good big patch of grass that can't
be beat fur fodder. An' ther mesquite grows
there ter beat anything. Death Gorge Minin'
Camp is all right, Uncle Bill. There's plenty of
gold dust there, which is ther stuff that makes it
interestin'. I reckon you won't do much there at
sellin' your stickin' plasters, but if yer git a
real hustle on yer, yer might strike it rich. My
dad struck it rich, an' has got enough ter live
on, an' me, too but he sorter likes ther place an'
he's made up his mind ter settle down her; an'
wait till a railroad comes through. It may be a
long time afore that happens, but Dad is a
mighty good waiter, yer know. I keep house !!ur
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him, an' every day I give ther children we've got
in ther camp lessons in spellin' an' jography. I'm
what ycr might call a schoolmarm, too, yer know,
an' besides that, ther miners has nicknamed me
ther 'Sunshine of Death Gorge.' A mighty highsoundin' name, that! "
"I should reckon so," answei-ed the old man.
"Are yer goin' back ter this place where there's
water an' thirteen trees, an' plenty of grass?
If yer are, I'll ride along with yer, providin'
you've no objections."
"Sartin I ain't got no objections. Come right
on. I jest took a ride out this way this after• noon ter try -an' find out somethin' about a holdup that took place here this mornin'. Ther men
of Death Gorge has been huntin' all day fur a
gang what held up ther stage coach an' cleaned
out ther passengers that was in it. They couldn't
seem ter find out anything, so I thought I'd try.
I ain't had no luck, though."
"Robbers, here in Death Gorge, eh?"
Uncle Bill looked uneasv.
"I reckon it ain't a very safe place ter be hangin' around, then," he went on. "Let's git out of
here."
"Oh, I wouldn't be afraid of 'em, if they was
ter show up 1·ight at this minute," the girl answe1·ed, with a toss of her head. "I ain't nineteen years old yet, but I reckon I've seen enough
hot times with robbers an' bandits, an' sich like,
ter know how ter handle myself whe;1 I meet 'em.
This mornin' was ther first time that anything
like a holdup has took place arnund here, though
there has been some robbin' clone from ther store
an' two or three of ther shanties. A hustlin' minin' camp is bound ter draw crooks, yer know.
The1·e is some men in this world who won't work;
they want ter live off what others make. Them's
ther kind that these robbers is. They Jive right
in Death Gorge, too, an' I'll bet on it!"
As the words left th e girl's mouth there was a
clatter of hoofs and a cloud of dust appeared in
the gorge.
"Some one is comin', I reckon," said Uncle Bill.
"I wonder if it is one of them robbers ?"
"I reckon not," Net Sickles answe1·ed, with a
toss of her head. "It ain't likely--"
The words stopped short and she did not finish
what she meant to say. A horseman had emerged from the cloud of alkali dust and was now
plainly visible but a few yards away. It was
not the appearance of the horseman alone that
checked the girl, but the fact that he wore a mask
over hjs face! Uncle Bill had hit it just right
when he spoke of the possibility of it l>eing one
of the robbers, and Net knew it now. If the man
was not one of them, why should he conceal his
face with a mask? But before she had time to
say anything further the ho1·seman came - to a
halt right before them.
"Good afternoon, miss!" he said, tipping his
hat. "How are you, old man?"
"Gosh!" exclaimed Uncle Bill. "Who might
you be, stranger? What are yer <loin with that
thing on your face? Afraid ter let people see
who yer are?"
"Oh, no," was the reply. "I am not afraid to
let any one see my face. I just wear this mask
to keep from getting sunburned. I fake pride in
having a nice complexion, you know. Ha, ha,
hal"

"Well, jest take off that there mask, an' we'll
see what yer look like!"
The words came from the lips of Net Sickles in
a ringing tone. There was a 1·evolvcr in her
hand, and it was pointed directly at the ho1·seman's breast, too.
"That is a very nice lit tle toy ycu have in
your hand, miss," he said quietly. "Go ahead and
pull the trigger. Let us see if you can fetch me
squarely in the heart!"
Net was not expecting to hear a:i ything like
this, and she involuntarily lowered her revolver.
"Ha, ha, ha!"
The outlaw-for such he was, beyond the shadow of a doubtr-Jaughed loudly, his voice echoing through the gorge.
"So you want to see my face, eh?" he went on.
"Well, I am sorry, but I can't satisfy your curiosity. You see, the sun is shining now, and I
wouldn't get sunburned for anything·. I hardly
think that pistol is a safe thing for a good-looking girl like you to carry!"
Then, quick- as a flash, he struck out with his
short riding whip and knocked the weapon from
the girl's hand. Net Sickles uttered a scream,
and, tightening the bridle rein, tried to force her
broncho from the spot. But as quickly as he had
used the whip the masked villain reached out and
caught the horse by the bit.
"No, you don't!" he said. "I came out here on
purpose to have a little talk with you, and I am
going to have it. You see how it is, I think.
But, to be plain with you, I have often seen you,
and I have fallen in love with you. I came out
here-out of the land of the Jiving, so to spealt-to woo you. But I did not think that you had
company h&e. Old man, you just ride on through
the gorge, or I'IJ let a streak of daylight through
you! Go on to the camp and when you get there
tell them that Dashing Tom is out here making
love to the Sunshine of the camp. Hustle, now!"
There was a shining six-shooter in the man's
hand now, and Uncle Bill was quick to notice that
the muzzle was pointed directly at his heart.
But the old man was not much of a fighter, and,
casting a look around that was one of utter helplessness, he spoke to his horse and gave a jerk
on the rope that was hitched to the bridle of the
burro at the same time. Off he went, while the
masked .horseman laughed lightly.
"Now I think we will have a nice little chat"
he said, nodding to the girl. "Don't get alarm~
I wouldn't harm you for the world."
"Help! Help!" screamed the girl, so unexpectedly that Dashing Tom, the outlaw, let go
his hold upon the bridle. The echoes of the
scream had not died out when a horse and rider
came in view from around a rugged cliff a few
yards away. "Hold up your hands, you s~eaking
coyote!_" called out the rider, who was a dashing
boy, with a wealth of Jong, chestnut hair, hanging over his shoulders.

CHAPTER Il.-Young Wild West on the Scene.
Dashing Tom had been so absorbed in talki~
to the girl that he had failed to note the appearanc~ of the dashing-looking boy until he saw him
commg around the oend, a hundred feet away.
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As the ringing command came to his ears the
masked outlaw turned the revolver he had threatened the old man with toward the boy. But before he could pull the trigger a sharp report rang
out and the weapon fell to the ground.
"Furies!" cried Dashing Tom, as he clapped
the back of his hand to his mouth. The bullet
the dashing young rider sent at him had just
grazed the skin of his hand, but had caused him
to drop the shooter with wonderful quickness.
"Whoa, Spitfire!"
·
The sorrel braced himself and came to a quick
halt, right before the villain. Net Sickles had
not ridden ten feet from him, for when she saw
the boy aJ)proaching she knew that she had some
one to help her.
"Good fur you, young feller!" she called out.
"Ther galoot was making it putty warm fur me,
an' I'm mig-}ity glad you come."
"Well, I am glad I was in time," was the cool
retort. "I reckon I'll take care of the galoot, all
right. Just hold up your hands, Mr. Man of the
Mask!"
The outlaw obeyed instantly, but as he did so
he let out a whistle that was clear and shrill.
"Hold on!" cried the boy, 4is eyes flashing. "No
more of that! If you have got friends close by,
you had better look out, for I will shoot you dead
the instant they show up!"
But then there came a clattering, and a cloud
of dust showed exactly where the masked outlaw
had first appeared to Uncle Bill Harvey and the
girl. But there was some one coming from the
opposite direction, too, though Dashing Tom was
not aware of it. The hoofbeats rang out on the
sultry air of the desert, and then, with a rush,
up came seven masked riders from the gorge.
But at the same moment a man, a boy and yourrg
girl showed up from the opposite point. Crang!
The sharp report of a 1·ifle rang out and one of
the masked riders threw up his hands and fell
from his horse. Dashing Tom appeared to be
thunderstruck for the moment. Things were not
going exactly his way, after all.
"Whoopee!" shouted the man who was leading
tlte way to assist the dashing boy. "Let 'e1:1 have
it, Wild! Anything what wears a mask 1s only
fitter be shot or hung! Whoopee! Wow! Wow!
Yip, yip, yip!"
Crang! Crack-crac-c-ck!
The speaker fired another shot from his rifle
and- a volley of revolver shots came from the
masked riders, who had halted all of a sudden.
Dashing Tom had been watching for a chance to
escape, and he thought it had now come. A
sharp word of command to the black horse he
1·ode and he was off like a shot. The dashing
you~g fellow on the sorrel could easily have shot
him, but he did not do it. Instead, he held up
his hands for those who had come to the rescue
to stop shooting. The six masked men ·got around
the bend in a huny, leaving the one who had
dropped at the first shot lying •where he fell.
Dashing Tom's horse leaped over the body and
followed the rest with remarkable quickness.
"It's too bad you let that galoot git away like
that, Wild," remarked .the man, who had shot
the outlaw.
"When a p-aloot is 1unning away, and not offering to fight, I can't shoot him, Charlie," was the

reply. "Let them go. The chances are that w_e
will 11ee them again before we leave Deat,1
Gorge."
"Jest as you say, Wild. You're ther boss."
The young girl, who had come up to join iTI
the fight, was' now at the side of Net Sickles.
Net sat on her broncho like one in a dream.
"My!" she exclaimed, rapturously. "I alwayE
sorter thought I was mighty putty-like, but I ain't
a patch 'longside of you, miss! Ther treat is on
me. What are yer goin' ter take?"
The girl addressed smiled and nodded.
"Let it go at that," she said, shaking her golden
head until her tresses glistened like a sheen in
the sunlight. "I like compliments, but please
don't say anything more like that, will you? Just
tell us who you are and what the trouble was."
"I'll de that, all right. I'm Net Sickles, an'
ther miners calls me ther Sunshine of Death
Gorge. But I'm only moonlight, 'longside of you.
Now, what's your handle, miss?"
"Arietta Murdock," was the reply; "And the
boy who managed to spoil that masked man'E
game is Young Wild West."
"What!"
The Sunshine of Death Gorge turned and looked at the dashing boy in amazement.
"Young ·wild West, eh?" she went on, as thoug'1
speaking to herself. "Why, I've heard dad spea!;
of him. Young Wild West an' his pards, Cheyenne Charlie an' Jim Dart. Yes! Ther grea!
Injun fighters an' terrors ter evildoers. I've heard
of 'em, Miss Arietta."
"Well, I am glad to hear that. We won't be
exactly strangers in Death Gorj:\'e, then."
"Strangers? I reckon you folks will be as welcome as a waterhole in ther desert. Jest come
on with me, an' I'll lead yer inter ther camp like a
crowin' gamecock. Hooray!"
The girl swung ho.r hat over her head and let
out a triumphant shout that could have been
heard half way through the gorge. Arietta :Murdock nodded, with satisfaction. It was just at
this juncture that two more females ror1c up,
followed by a pair of Chinamen, who were le>ading the pack horses. These constitutr-d the balance of Young Wild West's party, and were Anna,
the wife of Cheyenne Charlie, the scout; Elojse
Gardner, the sweetheart of Jim Dart, and Hor
'Wah and Wing Wah, the servants, who travele:l
with them on their trips in search of excitement
and adventure. Young Wild West had hear<l
about Death Gorge being rich in deposits of gol\l,
and he had suggested a trip there.
Anything he suggested was always acted upon
,vithout discussion by his friends, for they al!
looked upon him as the only leader of the party.
Cheyenne Charlie, though an experienced In<liar.
fighter and scout and fully ten years the boy's
senior, felt that he wa;:; nowhel'e on an equal footing with the boy, when it came to shooting, fighting of anv kind, coolness and good judgment. That
was only why he liked the boy to lead him; for
he was one of the sort who was never happier
than when he was in a scrimmage of some kind.
Jim Dart, another boy of the Wild West, like our
hero, never had a great deal to say; but was al ways ready to do his part, and loved the dashin •
young deadshot like a brother,

-------- '
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CHAPTER III.-Our Friends at the Mining Camp
It was not long before Young Wild West and
his friends were accompanying Net Sickles
throu,gh Death Gorge. As the outlaws had gone
that way, it was necessary for them to keep a
sharp watch for an ambush. They left the body
of the man who had been .shot lie where it was,
knowing that they would most likely come after
it when the opportunity offered.
"It would be a good idea for us to watch-one
of us, at least--and when they do come to get
the dead man it would be easy to find where they
take him," said Jim Dart.
"Oh, you can bet that they will be too sharp
to be caught that way," our hero answered. "If
one of us stays and watches someone will be
watching him. That you can bet on. We may
as well go right on to the mining camp."
"That's right," spoke up Net. "We'll catch ther
galoots later on. I'll remember the voice of Dashin' Tom, if I ever hear it ag'in."
"You think he may be one who belongs in the
camp, then?" Wild asked.
"I wouldn't be surprised if they all belong
there," was the reply. "There's over a hundred
men livin' there, an' some of 'em is mighty bad,
I kin tell yer !"
"I reckon we'd better go back and look at the
face of the man Charlie shot, then. It might be
that you will recognize him."
"Good! I ain't afraid ter P"O an' look at him.
He got jest what was comin' ter him, an' it won't
make me feel very squeamish ter view his remains."
Wild turned and rode back, and Net followed
him, the rest coming to a halt and waiting for
them. Wild dismounted and tore the mask from
the face of the slain outlaw.
"I know him!" exclaimed Net, the moment she
saw the face. "It's Mackerel Pete, who used ter
deal faro every night at Bill Bugg's!"
"Well, I reckon it won't take long to run the
rest of the gang down, if that is the case," our
hero said. "We'Il go on now, if you don't mind."
"Sartin. We'll go right on to ther camp. Dad
an' ther rest of the good neople there will be
mighty glad ter see yer, Young Wild West."
Wild and Net rode back and told those waiting
for them what they had found out. . Then they
all rode on through the gorge, our hero and his
partners sti-11 keeping a lookout for th_e villains
who had escaped. But they saw nothing of them,
and in a few minutes they came in sight of the
mining camp. It was about like all the rest of
mining camps to be found in the g-old-bearing
regions. Thev all looked much alike to our
friends, anyhow. The population must have been
at least a hundred and fifty, and two-thirds of it
was made up of strong, hardy men. The rest
were women and children.
"There's ther school house, where I teach ther
young idea how ter shoot," said Net Sickles,
pointing to a shanty that was whitewashed and
bad a very lopsided roof on it. "I'm ther school
marm of Death Gorge, if yer please!''
The girls looked a bit surprised ,vhen they
heard this, and, noticing it the school marm contio.ued:

"I s'pose you think I'm putty ignorant ter learn
any one how ter read an' study jography, but I
know more about it than any other woman or gal
in ther camp, an' as I've got ther time ter give
ther boys an' gals a couple of hours every day, I
thought I'd better do it.··
"Me allee samee learnee Misler Charlie allee
samee Chinee, pletty soonee, so be," remarked
HoJ) Wah, just then.
Hop was known as Young Wild West's clever
Chinaman, for the reason that he was a sleightof-hand performer, a professional card sharp, and
was ever ready to perform some kind of a trick
that would cause a laugh. He was also a very
faithful fellow, and on more than one occasion
he had been the means of saving the lives of
different members of the party through his cleverness. Both Hop and Wing, his brother, who was
the cook, and but a very ordinary "heathen
Chinee," were ag-reeablv surprised when they saw
a little sign an one of the shanties, declaring- it
to be a Chinese laundry. At the time of which
we write there was a great influx of Chinamen to
California, and many of them went to the mining camps, thus supplying the wants of the
miners in the line of cooking and washing.
"Me havee lillee talk with um Chineemans
pletty soonee, so be," Hop remarked.
Just then a shout went up from half a dozen
men, who were lounging about the front of the
tavern, which was only a short distance from the
Chinese laundry. The miners were giving a welcome to the newcomers.
"There's clad!" exclaimed Net Sickles, and then
she rode ahead and brought her horse to a halt in
front of the tavern.
"Whoopee!" she cried, swinging her hat. "Dad,
hern's Young Wild West an' his pards, an' ther
ladies what travels with ..'em! We met at ther
other end of ther gorge, an' it was under very
lively circumstances, you kin bet! One of the
galoots what held up ther stage coach this mornin' had me, an' he w:z.s goin' ter make it warm
fur me, when Young Wild We!'lt come ridin' up
like a cyclone what had broke loose from its
anchor. It was different then, dad. Yer oughter
have seen how that galoot took water. 1'oung
Wild West shot his revolver right out of his hand
as clean as a whistle. Then ther galoot, who wore
a mask over his face, whistled an' some more of
'em come ridin' up. It was jest then that Young
Wild West's pards an' ther putty gal with her
yaller hair come gallopin' up. Ther big man, with
ther long, black hair an' mustacher, which is
Cheyenne Charlie, jest ups with his Winchester
an' plugs one of ther masked outlaws clean
~hrough ther g-izzard. Then ther rest gits away
m a hurry, ther galoot what was botherin' me,
an' all. An' who do yer s'pose ther galoot what
got his medicine from Cheyenne Charlie was,
dad?"
The girl had rattled this off almost in one
breath, and her father and the other minsrs
standing about listened in blank amazement.
"Who was he, Net?" one of them asked.
"Mackerel Pete, ther faro dealer!"
"vVhat!" exclaimed die miners.
"That's right. Don't think I'm givin' out any
natural gas, 'cau,:e I ain't built that way. It was
Mackerel Pete, all right; an' yer kin bet your
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life that he won't run no faro game ag'in-not
in this country, anyhow. Cheyenne Chal'lie's bullet cut him down quicker than a redhot coal would
burn your thumb! Whoopee! I'm jest delighted,
boys!"
Net's father'had recovered sufficiently from his
astonishment to walk out to meet them. He picked
out the dashing young deadshot right away, and,
putting his hand out, said:
"Young Wild West, I'm mighty glad ter see
yer! I'm Bill Sickles, an' though yer ain't never
heard of me, 'tain't likely, I've heard of you lots
of times. Shake with me!"
During the next ten minutes there wa_s lots
of talk for the miners wanted to know all about
what had happened. Wild tried to explain, but
Net hardly gave him the chance. She certainly
could use her tongue when· she once got started,
so he gave way to her and allowed her to answer the questions that were put.
"Well, boys," said Sickles, "Young Wild West
has come ter Death Gorge jest in time. He'll git
them outlaws, an' yer kin bet yer pile on it.
Horray fur Young Wild West an' his pards, an'
ther gals what's with 'em! Horray!"
CHAPTER IV.-Hop Wah Creates A Sensation.
When Bill Sickles proposed a cheer for any one
or any thing it was usually responded to with
a will. This time every man standing near
joined with him in giving a rousing cheer for
Young Wild West. But Wild was well used to
that sort of thing, so he did not grow the least
bit exhilarated over it.
Some of them had heard of the fame of Young
Wild West and his partners, and they were the
ones who cheered the loudest. It was just then
that Uncle Bill Harvey, the "per:fessor of medicine," came out of the tavern. He had succeeded
in obtaining accommodations there, and had just
finished a hearty meal that he had been lucky
enough to get soon after his arrival.
"Howdy do, Net?" he said, familiarly, as he
nodded to the Sunshine of Death Gorge. "Yer got
away from ther galoot, all right, eh? I was
afraid ter say anythin.e: about it when I come
here, 'cause I didn't know but I might meet some
of ther friends of that masked feller, an' then I
would have got it fur fair."
"Yer didn't tell how I was in trouble, then?"
asked the girl, her eyes flashing.
'twell, I was goin' ter t ell as soon as I found
some one I thought I could trust. I didn't git
here only about five minutes ahead of you."
"Couldn't yer trust Bill Bugg, ther boss of this
shanty?" and Net pointed at the proprietor, who
stood in the doorway, acting as though he was
not much interested in what was going on.
"No," was the reply. "I sorter didn't think as
how he was ther right one ter tell."
Bigg Bugg winced at this, and he retorted, angrily:
"Maybe yer thought I knowed who it was that
interfered with ther gal, you old galoot?"
"Maybe he did," spoke up Wild, who had sized
the proprietor up quickly and come to the conclusion that he was a crook. "You're Bill Bugg,

eh?"
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"Yes. What of it, y·oung feller?"
"You run this shanty, too, don't you?" queried
Wild, not pay~ any attention to the qttestion.
"Yes, I run this shanty. It's all mine, too; ~·
so is ther business."
"The faro outfit, too?"
"Yes."
"Who has been dealing for you lately?"
"I don't know as that's got anything ter do with
it," and the man's face colored for he had heard
that Mackerel Pete had been shot, and that he
wore a mask at the time.
"All right," answered our hero. "We'll let it go
at that, for the present, anyhow."
"But Wild had set the man down as being in
league with the outlaw gang, and it would take
very convincing evidence to make him change his
mind. However, he had no idea of bothering any
further with the outlaws until they had found ii
Net soon settled that question,
place to camp.
for she came over and said:
"We've got ther biggest shanty in ther camp,
an' there's only me an' Dad what lives -in it. You
come right over an' put up with us. I'll soon fix
it so's it'll be all right."
"That's right, Young Wild West," syoke up her
We
father. "You come right along wUh us
·
won't take no fur an answer."
"All right, then. I reckon that invitation comes
from the heart, so we will accept it, as far ·a s it
is possible to do so."
Without paying any further attention to the
proprietor or any of the rest our friends followed Net Sickles and her fath~r to their shanty.
It was located but a hundred yards away, and once
there our hero quickly saw that it was not large
enough to accommodate them all.
"I'll tell you what we'll do," he sai<l to Net.
"You can _let the girls stay with you for a while,
and we W1ll put up our tent right at the side of
the h?use. That will do for the rest of us to
sleep m, and we can cook in the house."
"All rig-ht, Young Wild West; jest as you say,"
was the reply. "I 1·eckon you know what's what
'
as ther next one."
-'.30 it was quickly settled as to what they were
gom!s to do, and the two Chinamen went at work
gettmg_ the tent up. Net proceeded to fix u p
somethmg extra for supper , and as our friends
had some game with them that had been shot and
smoked befoi:e they struck the desert, she was
able to do this. The girls joined in helping her
for they had a little stove to work on, insteaci
of a campfir~, and Anna turned to and made some
muffins. Wmg, the cook, ~eemed to be quite
pleased because he had nothmg to do in that line
and he wo1·ked along with his brother with a will'.
The horses were provided for, and _by this time
~he sun had Jl.'One down and darkness was commg on. ~t was a little late when they had supper, but it tasted all the better for the waitiPr,and t~ey all did justice to it, including the mine';
and his daughter.
. ";r'her Chinamen has got ter wait, 'cause we
amt got enough plates ter go around" Net said·
'
'
so that settled that part of it.
. But Hop was not ~oing t? wait for his supper
Just ~hen. He felt like l~avmg something strong
to drmk more than he did about eating, and the
moment he saw that all hands were in the shanty.

,
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Hop did not go to the tavern, for he was pretty
sure that Wild would go over there as soon as he
had finished the meal, he having heard enough to
convince him that the young deadshot had his sus. picions about the proprietor. Hop was a very
sharp fellow, and it did not take much to make
him understand things. He reached the shanty, ·
which was a low, one-story structure, with a false
front above the door to make it appear as two
stories, and walked in, sIYliling at the small crowd
of men he found gathered there. One of the
miners had a bag of floor with him, he having
bought it at the store to take to his home, and
the moment his eyes rested upon the Celestial he
uttered a whoop . and let it go at him.
But Hop was not going to be caught in any kind
of fashion. When he entered a strange place he
always made it a point to keep his eyes open, for
he knew the opinion miners generally had of
people of his race. He dodged the bag and it
went on through the door and hit a man, who was
just ·c oming in, squarely in the breast.
"Hip hi!" Hop yelled, and then he pulled a
rubber rattlesnake he always had somewhere
about him from his pocket and ran and skipped
about the room.
"Lookee out!" cried the Chinaman, as he made
the imitat ion rat tler wriggle in his hand. "Me
allee samee makee um bitee!"
H e had the room to himself almost immediately, while the man who h!l-d been hit by the flour
was 1·oaring like a mad bull.
/
"I'll wing ther galoot as chucked that at me!"
he shouted. "Jest tell me who it was, somebody!"
Hop put the snake in his pocket again. Then
he suddenly drew what appeared to be a small
stick frem under his coat and swung it over his
head. A small parasol was what he held then,
and, walking about the room, with it over his
head, he let out a yell that made the miners wonder what would happen next.
"Me allee samee bully boy with um glassee
<'ye!" he said. "Me wantee lillee dlink of tanglefoot so be."
"Where's that rattler you had?" demanded the
man in charge of the place, who had taken to the
"ear room. and now stood loo,king in, his eyes
bulging with amazement .
"Me puttee 'way, so be," was the reply. "Hully
up! Me wantee some tanglefoot pletty quickee."
Then he proceeded to swallow the parasol, or
:>.ppeared to do so, and soon there was nothing
left of it to be seen. That settled it as far as
Hop getting hurt was concerned. Those who saw
his performance took him to be something more
+'-an natural, and they were not going to interfe re with him now.

"Um snake no hurtee," said Hop, with a smile.
"He allee samee madee outee lubber, so be."
Then he picked it up and took hold of it by
the middle and shook it in his mouth. The miners
who had ventured into the room again beat a
hasty retreat. But the boss was close enough to
observe that it was not a 1'ive reptile, and he ventured to take hold of it. Then a broad grin came
over his face.
·
1
"I reckon you're a good one, heathen," he said,
nodding his approval. "You kin have anything
yer want. But I would like ter know how yer
swallered that little umbrella yer had."
"Me takee lillee dlop of tanglefoot," Hop answered; and as he saw the bottle and glass put·
out he took both, leaving the boss looking at the
trick snake.
Having had his drink, he made the little parasol
appear again, and he strutted about the room
with it over his head. All the m iners who had
been there when he first entered now came in,
and with them was · the man who had been Mt
with the bag of flour. He was white from head
to foot, and when Hop saw him he broke into a
laugh.
"Melican man lookee allee samee likee ghost, so
be," he remarked.
"What's that, vou blamed heathen?" demanded
the victim, placing his hand on the butt of his
revolver.
"Lat allee lightee," answered the Celestial, and
then he closed the parasol and quickly went
through the motions of swallowing it.
As the floured man had not seen anythin~ he
did before that, it was his turn to be astonished.
He forgot what had happened to him for the time
and looked at Hop in open-mouthed amazement.
"ls-is that ther heathen yer fired the flour at,
Ike?" he asked of the man who had done it.
"Yes, Rip," was the reply. "I fired it, an' he
dodged, an' then you was }est in time ter git it.
He's a very funny Chinee, he is."
"Lat light, Misler Flour," spoke up Hop; "me
allee samee velly muchee sma1·tee Chinee."
"Shet up!" roared the miner, waving his shooter threateningly. "Don't yer dare ter call me
Misler Flour! I'm Rip Johnson, an' I know how
ter. fight!"
"Allee light, Misler Flour; me no callee Misler
.Flour some more, so be."
Then Hop seemed to pull the parasol from his
mouth again, and he went strutting around, holding it over his head. As angry as he was, ' Rip
J?hnson, the "man whci ,knew hoyv to fight." let
his revolver drop back into the 'holstel'. Hop's
sleight-of-hand was too much for him, the same
as it had been for the rest. A whirl about his
hea·d with the parasol, and it closed and disappeared. The stick being jointed and the paper
that formed the cover very thin and tough, it
CHAPTER . V.-Hop Gets on Good Terms.
was easy for Hop to get the thing jnto a very
"Say, where's that snake?" asked the boss of small object. But no one saw where the parasol
the saloon, as he walked behind the bar and look- went, and that was enough to make the miners
ed at Hop timidly. "An' what in thunder did yer look upon the Chinaman with the greatest respect.
do with that little umbrella?"
"Me allee samee Young Wild West's clever
With a smile that was "childlike -and bland," Chinee," Hop said, as he nodded at the surprised
the clever Chinaman produced the snake and laid men. "Me come in to gittee lillee dlink of tanit on the rough board counter. Being made of glefoot before me havee suppee; Melican man
rubber, it moved slightly. but soon ca}lle to- a allee samee thlow um baggee flour at poor
Chinee; no hittee me, but allee same hittee 'not'er
standstm.
.
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Melican man. Hip hi! Me allee same bully boy
with um glassee eye!"
"Let him have a drink on me, Tommy," called
out the minel', who had thrown the flour. "Here's
ther money. I've got ter go to ther store an'
buy some more flour, 'cause my wife is waitin'
fur it ter make a batch of bread. There was ten
pounds in that bag, an' it sartinly looks as though
there was fifty!"
Hop got his drink, and then almost every one
in the saloon wanted to treat him, so he kept on
taking them, making up for the time he had lost
since he had been on the trail with our hero. It
was a failing the Chinaman had, and though he
seldom got in a helpless state from drink, he certainly took more than was good for him at times.
But Young Wild West and his friends had to look
over this on account of the good qualities he had.
As soon as Hop got enough liquor in him to make
him bold and reckless he invariably tried to get
into some kind of gambling game, and that ·is just
what he did now.
"Me likee play lillee dlaw pokee," he observed,
as he got the last drink that had been ordered
for him. ''Me likee dlaw pokee; velly nicee
game, so be."
"You do, eh?" Rip answered, quickly. "Well, I
reckon you've struck jest ther right place. I'll
go yer in a hundred-dollar freeze-out game. It
won't take very long. Maybe somebody else will
come in, too."
"You can count on me for that," said a voice
at the door, and then a young man, with a smoothshaven face, entered.
"It'3 Willie, the Gambler," whispered Tommy,
the boss, to Hop. "Yer want ter look out fur
him. He kin clean out ther best of 'em."
"Allee light," answered the Chinaman, in a low
tone of voice. "Me lookee outee. 11
"A hundred-dollar freeze-out, I heard some one
say," observed Willie, the Gambler. "All right.
That won't take over four or five hands, I guess.
Come on!"
Rip hesitated. It was evident that he did not
much care to play with the card sharp. But there
were others there who were not afraid to tackle
him, even though they knew him to be an expert
and a pretty sure winner. Hop quickly took a
seat at a table, and then Willie followed suit.
Two of the miners promptly took their places
around the table, and then the proprietor sold
each of the five a hundred dollars' worth of chips.
When the game was finished the winner would
cash in with him. Hop felt that he did not have
ve1·y much time, so he decided to win right away.
The cards were brought, and after Willie had
shuffled and ripped them several times they cut
for deal. He won the deal, as he wanted to, of
course. Hop was on his left, so it was his ante,
and when he shoved up twenty dollars' worth of
chips the miners looked at him in amazement.
But Willie only smiled.
"I rather think our heathen friend knows the
game pretty well," he observed, as the man·on his
right cut the cards for him.
"Me playee lillee bit," was the smiling reply
of the Celestial.
Like Hop, the card sharp meant to strike right
in and win from the start.
He had "put up" the cards, so to speak, and he
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dealt them each a pair, so everybody would go in.
Hop had a pair of kings, which was certainly
enough to make him feel that he had a fighting
chance, even if the game was an honest one. He
had a nine, a deuce and a trey in his hand, and
though neither of them were any good he asked
for one card when the draw was made. Willie
looked a bit surprised, but said nothing.

CHAPTER VI.-The Outlaws and Their Cave.

It will be well for us to find out where the
masked riders of Death Gorge went to when they
rode away in such a hurry from Young Wild West
and his friends. Surely they had disappeared
very quickly, for when our friends rode on
through the gorge they were nowhere ,in sight.
They hail entered one of the many openings at the
left side of the gorge immediately after rounding
the bend that hid them from view. To one who
had never been there it would have been a puzzle,
for the cavern was a sort of netwo1·k of passag~s
after the narrow entrance was passed thrrugh.
But Dashing Tom, as he called himself, and his
men knew just where they were going, and turninl? first one way and then another, they soon
reached an Gpen inclosure of rock that was lighted from above by several jagged cracks. Not
one of them had spoken since they turned and
fled for theh- lives, and Dashing Tom was the
first to break the silence.
"Boys," he said, "that was a little unexpected,
wasn't it? It seems that we are in for a bit of
hard luck; but don't get discouraged. Everything will come out all right."
"Yes, Cap; but we've lost a man," spoke up one
of the others, as he followed the leader's example
and dismounted. "Pete was a mighty good feller, an' he's gone! I know he's a dead one, 'cause
I was right alongside of him when he got that
bullet. I seen ther galoot what done it, too. He's
a tall feller, with a black mustache an' long hair.
I've got him marked, all right."
"An' so have I!" exclaimed another. "Yer kin
bet that ther galoot as killed Mackerel Pete is
goin' ter be a deader afore many hom·s ! He can't
live after doin' that!"
Dashing Tom nodded.
They had all dismounted by this time, and,
tying their horses in a part of the cave that was
just suitable for a stable, they went into another
part, which was fitted up as a sort of headquarters, there being blankets and cooking utensils
there, besides a rough table and some boxes and
barrels, which were used in the place of chairs.
The leader of the villainous gang now removed
his mask. He was a young man of prepossessing
appearance, and one would have been apt to take
him for a sport, and not a hard-hearted villain.
The rest also uncovered their faces, and they all
showed up as rough fellows, such as are usually
found hanging about mining camps.
"Go up and watch for them to leave," Dashing
Tom said to one of them. "We must get the body
of Mackerel Pete in here and see to burying it."
The man spoken to quickly climbed the rocks
to an opening that overlooked the gorge, and he
had scarcely got there when he nodded and mo~
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tioned them to keep silent. Two minutes later
he called out, softly:
"They've gone, Cap! Now's ther time to go an'
• git ther body."
He stayed right there, ready to sound the warning, in case any one came back, and after a while
he came down, remarking:
"They've got what's left of poor Pete, an' are
inside, Cap. "Ther gal come back with ther boy
with ther long hair, after they started through
ther gorge, which was jest up there. Ther boy
an' gal both got off their horses an' took ther
mask off Pete's face. Ther gal knowed him, an'
she told ther boy so. I couldn't hear what they
said, but I knowed it by their actions."
"Of course she knew Mackerel Pete," Dashing
Tom answered, shrugging his shoulders. "She's
seen him a hundred times or more."
The villain did not seem to like the way things
were, however, though he did not say so in so
many words. Dashing Tom went and sat down
on one of the boxes and leaned his elbow on the
rough table. The men talked in low tones after
that, for the fact that one of their comrades had
come to such a sudden end put a sort of gloom
over them. But none of them seemed to think
of the good and honest men they had put to death,
just for the purpose of getting what money they
possessed. That was another side of it; one that
they cared nothing about. But when the leader
suggested that they all have a drink from the
demijohn that was stowed in a niche they brightened up somewhat; and when they had each taken
a good dram they were restored to their old-time
humor, with the exception that they were all
aching to have revenge on the man who had shot
Mackerel Pete. As it beg-an to grow dark Dashing Tom suggested that tbey get ready to leave
the cave and go to the mining camp.
The fact was that they all lived there, and only
used the cave as a sort of rendezvous now and
then. Right here we may as well state that
Dashing Tom was known as Willie, the Gambler,
in Death Gorge Mining Camp, and his men were
supposed to be miners and prospectors, who cared
little for work. As soon as it got dark they went
out in pairs and rode into the mining camp. Some
had shanties there, and they went to them. Three
of them were married men, so they were not long
in getting to their homes. Dashing Tom, or Willie, th~ Gambler, as he might be CRl!ed now, was
one oi the last of the six to leave the cave, and
when he went he was accompanied by one of the
men, who bore the name of Kossuth.
This fellow was more thought of by the leader
than any of the rest, probably because he was a
sort of genius, and knew how to play all sorts
of gambling games in a partnership with him.
When the two rode into the camp Kossuth
stopped at the tavern, while Willie went on to
the saloon that was kept by Tommy. The reader
already knows how the game of poker was started. Willie had been delighted to hear the proposal to play as he entered the ~oor, but when he
found that the Chinaman asked for only one
card he was a little nubled. He knew very well
that he had given him a pair of kings, and he
did not think he had another pair with them. As
he had given each of the players a pair, he ex~.,~~.,r1 thC'v ,•·orli! all r1··:,w fhr"!' r~-rdc,. 'J'hpn

he would easily take the four aces he had placed
just right for him.
But the fact that Hop only took one card, discarding his trey to do it, made him a little mixed.
The card Hop got happened to be one of the
kings the villain had intended to give him, thus
making him hold three king-s. The others took
three cards each, but neither of them got anything more than three of a kind out of it. Willie
had intended to draw five cards, and he knew if
he did so, without stealing them, he could get but
two of the aces. But he was slick enough to
work it, he thought, so he went at it. But Hop
was watching him like a hawk, and as he slipped
two cards from the pack and tried to get them
on the table before him, the Chinaman exclaimed:
"Misler Willie, you allee samee takee canis
flom um top of um pack, so be. Me no likee
cheatee!"
"Do you think I am cheating?" came the retort, while the villain's eyes ·flashed.
"You takee um card allee samee you givee me;
takee flom um top of um pack, so be."
"That's right, . Willie," spoke up Rip. "No
crooked work."
"Of course, I'll take the cards from the top of
the pack," and then Willie did so, failing to get
what he wanted to.
CHAPTER VIL-Wild Meets Willie.
All had come up with the twenty dollars' worth
of chips to meet Hop's ante, so there was just a
hundred dollars represented on the table, or onefifth of the amount the freeze-out game totaled.
The mit}er next to Hop held three queens, so when
the Chmaman bet ten dollars he came in and
'r aised it ten. The rest dropped out, Willie looking very much as though he was disgusted.
"Me makee ten more, so be," said Hop, sweetly; and then the miner called him.
"Me gottee thlee kings," Hop said, as he held
them so they could be seen.
"They're good," said the miner; "you win."
It was now Hop's deal. He handled the cards
briskly and appeared to be shuffling them at a
great rate. But really he was placing certain
cards where they would be best for the use he
wanted to put them to. When he laid them down
Willie cut them close to the bottom, so he would
spoil the cbance of four of a kind being dealt from
the bottom. But Hop only smiled, and dealt the
cards at a lively rate. He gave the man nex~
him a heart flush, the one next a diamond flush,
the third four queens and Willie wu a little surprised to find that he had but two kings. Ten
dollars was the ante, and all went in, as might
be supposed. Three of the players stood pat,
which meant that they refused to draw cards,
they considering that the hands they held could
not be improved upon.
Willie thought a minute and decided to take
three cards, and to watch the Chinaman as he
gave them to him, as he now considered him to
be much smarter at the game than his appearance would indicate. Hop dealt him two more
kings and a jack from the top of the pack, and
then he carefully sorted his own cards over. He
hesitated for a moment, and then he laid down
four card~, saying:
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"Me stay in, and me takee four cards, so be.
Evelybody watchee and see lat me no cheatee.
Me velly smartee Chinee, but me no cheatee in
dlaw pokee."
But he did cheat, just the same, for when he
laid his hand on the pack to pick it up, the four
aces he had stolen from it went right on topjust exactly where he wanted them to be. He
slipped them off one at a time, and the gambler
nodded to show that he was satisfied that everything was straight. Of course, the miners were
ready to bet, and they did so without delay. The
betting went around, each one raising it a little,
and Hop hesitating every time it came his turn.
It was not long before the three miners had all
their chips on the table. Willie had some left
and Hop had plenty. It was a showdown, and
each man felt confident that he was the winner.
Hop was the last to show his cards, and when the
rest saw them they were staggered.
"Me gottee four lillee aces," he said blandly.
"Me velly lucky; makee nice dlaw, so be."
Having lost all their chips, the three miners
were out of the game, and it now lay between
Hop and the gambler to finish it. Willie settled
down to business now. It was hls deal, and he
got the cards together in a hurry. Hop was
watched so closely that he was compelled to let
his hand lie on the table, and thus the gambler
grabbed up the four aces and got them where he
wanted them. Then he managed to deal Hop four
kings cold, no doubt thinking that the most he
he would do would be to draw one card. But the
clever Chinaman no sooner looked at the cards
than he decided to draw five. He had already
made the ante twenty dollars, and he knew th'.\t
Willie was down pretty low with his chips. The
gambler looked much disappointed when Hop
threw his hand down and asked for five cards,
Hop smiled when he found that the four aces were
there.
"You velly smartee Melican man with um
cards, so be," he observed, as he placed just
enough chips up to equal what the gambler had
left.
"Take the pot," was the reply.
Willie was very cool, even if he had been beaten
at his own game. Hop obliged him, as a matter
of course.
"Me allee same deal now," he said, as he gathered up the cards. "You makee um ante."
Willie put up a dollar. He was getting down
so low that he felt that he would have to try
and hang on until he got a chance to give it
to the Chinaman good and hard. Hop dealt the
cards straight this time. He did not know wlu\t
he gave the gambler, nor what he got himself
until he looked at his hand. He had a pair of
deuces, and that was all. Willie received a pair
of jacks. Hop put up to draw, and asked him
how many he wanted.
"Three," was the reply.
He got them, and found that he had another
jack.
"M~ takee thlee, too, so be," said Hop, and he
drew them, not improving his hand one bit.
The gambler bet a dollar. Hop raised it five.
Willie hesitated and laid down his hand. The
Chinaman had won on a bluff, but it was a very
small amount. The game continued, the next
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hand being won by Hop, and the next being a
jackpot, by mutual agreement.
"Here's where I come in," said the proprietor,
who was watching the game, along with several
of the miners, who were not playing cards just
then.
They kept "jacking" it until all of Willie's
chips were up, and then the gambler finally
opened it on a pair of aces. This was the time,
and Hop knew it. He had four deuces ready all
the time, and he now put them in use. The result
was that he won, not being discovered at his
sleight-of-hand work.
"Lat velly nicee, so be," and with that Hop got
up, a winner to the tune of four hundred dollars,
less the five dollars that went to the proprietor.
It was just then that Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie came in. They were looking for
Hop, as might be supposed.
. "There he is, Wild!" ,exclaimed the scout, pointmg the Chinaman out as he made a move to sneak
over to a rear door. "Hold on, there, you yaller
heathen!"
"Whatee mattee, Misler Charlie?" asked Hop,
innocently, as he came forward. "Me allee samee
allee light."
"Hop, go and get your supper," said Wild sternly. "Stay right at the camp until I tell you to
leave it again."
"Allee light, Misler Wild."
Hop got outside in a hurry, narrowly missing a
kick from the scout as he went. Our hero then
turned his attention to those in the saloon. He
soon picked out Willie, the Gambler, as being
one unlike the rest, so he moved over to the
table where he sat and sized him up. One of
the first things he noticed was that the man had
a slight scratch on the back of his hand. Wild
was interested right away. But Willie concealed
his hand just then, and he could not get a good
look at it. But Wild had seen enough, however,
to arouse his suspicions, and he made up his mind
to keep a watch on the man. Wild asked the
proprietor what Hop had been doing, and he soon
heard all about the poker game and what had
happened before it.
"Well, I'll give you fellows a little advice," he
said. "Don't gamble with that Chinaman, for
he can beat anything you ever saw; and he will
win all the money you put up. I am telling you
this for your own good."
"M:1.ybe you would like to play a little draw
poker yourself, Young Wild West?" said Willia
questioningly.
"No," was the reply. "I never play for what I
can win. That is not my game."

CHAPTER VIII.-Willie in a Bad Box.
Young Wild West was studying the face of
Willie, the Gambler, all the time the conversation
was being carried on.
"Well, I have played when money was at stake,
but it was not for the purpose of winning money," our hero replied coolly,
"It wasn't, eh? Well, what was it for, then?"
"For the purpose of finding out the character
of one or more of those I played with."
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"Ah! You are inclined to study character,
then. Well, why not play with me, so you can
study my character?"
"I don't have to play poker with you to size
you up," Wild retorted, as a smile played about
his lips. "I have already formed an opinion of
you."
"Well, what is your opinion?"
"I think you are a young man who is playing a
double game."
The gambler's face flushed.
"What do you mean by that?" he demanded, as
he walked a step or two toward the boy.
"Well, I mean by that that you are trying to
make it appear that you are a straight man when
you are no.ti"
"There is no man living who dares to say that
I am anything but yhat I 1·epresent myself to
be, Young- Wild West! You are only a boy, so I
will take it f:rom you. If you were a man, I
would riddle you with lead for daring to insinuate that I am crooked. I have no desire to shoot
a mere boy."
"Ohl Is that so? Well, Willie, you just forget that I am a boy. Make out that I am a man,
will you? You may have heard what happened
to the faro dealer this afternoon. Probably you
want to get the same kind of a dose."
This shot went home. The face of the villain
turned deathly pale for a moment, and he could
not find words to make a reply.
"Gentlemen," said Wild, casting a glance about
the room, "Willie must have thought a great deal
of Mackerel Pete. See how pale he is just because I mentioned his death."
It is hardly likely that any one but Cheyenne
Charlie and the gambler himself knew just· what
Wild was driving at.
"Mackerel Pete was a friend of mine," said the
gambler, as he rallied under the strain and became pretty cool again. "I was grieved to hear
that he had been shot to-day, too. But, let mP.
tell you all, I don't believe that Mackerel Pete
was any more a member of the outiaw gang
than I am!"
"I don't, either," spoke up Cheyenne Charlie,
shrugging his shoulders and flashing a meaning
glance at the man.
"I think," went on Willie, not noticing the interruption, "that Mackerel Pete was shot without having a mask on his face, and that it was put
there afterward, just to make it appear that he
was an outlaw. I knew that man well, and he
was not one of the kind who would hold up a
stag-e coach, any more tii.an I would."
"Not a bit," Wild retorted coolly. "I think you
would do it just as quick as Mackerel Pete would
have done it; and, what is ,more, I think you did
do it! I want you to come with me to the shanty
of Bill Sickles right away."
Wild placed his hand on the man's arm as he
spoke, and Willie again turned pale.
"Why should I go there?" faltered Willie.
"Well, never mind. We can fix it just as easy,
J reckon. Charlie, go and fetch the Sunshine of
Death Gorge here, will you 7"
"You kin bet vour life I will!" answered the
scout, and, without waiting a second, he left the
saioon.
"See here!" exclaimed Willie, casting an ap-

pealing glance at the men in the room. "I don't
think this is right, boys. Young Wild West is
piling it onto me for some reason, and I don't
think it is quite fail'. He is taking the advantage because he knows that I would not hu1t him
he being but a boy. Now you all know me and
if any of you can say that there is anything
wrong about me, other than that I stack cards
just out with it. I am willing to stand on my
reputation."
'
. ",yve don't, know nothin' wrong about yer, Willie, answered Tommy, the proprietor. "But it
sorter strikes me that Wild West has been makin'. yer putty uneasy by what he's said.
It
might be that he knows a whole lot about yer that
we don'~- If you're aU right, yer hadn't oughter
be afraid ter do as he wants yer ter. Wait till
ther Sum,hine comes, an' then we'll see what ther
boy is drivin' at."
"I reckon ther boy has gone altogether too
far," spoke up a miner, who seemed to have great
faith in the gambler. "It's uncalled fur an' Willie hadn't ought ter stop 'cause lt's a b~y what's
pilin' it on ter him. I've heard that there wasn't
no man what could git ther best of Young Wild
West, even if he is only a boy. Willie ought ter
think that, an' take his part accordingly."
"That's right," Wild remarked. "Let him take
it up, and !1ot mind _it becau-se I am only a boy.
I hardly tlunk there is many pounds difference in
our weight, and I am just as tall as he is. Just
because I am only a boy in years doesn't mean
that ~ am not _a full-grown man in other ways.
Let him pull his shooter, and I'll show him that
I can knock it out of his hand, with a bullet the
same as I did to Dashing T'om to-day."
'
Charlie came back, followed by Net and her
father at thls time.
"What do yer want, Wild?" the girl asked,
speaking· familiarly to the young deadshot.
"I want you to. talk to this man a little Net"
was the reply. "Just ask him how he g~t th~t
scratch on the back of his hand, for instance."
Net gave a start, and then she glanced at the
gambler searchingly.
"I know him, all right," she said. "He's th~
card sharp. I never clid think much of him,
though he has always been putty civil to me.
How did yer git that scratch on ther back of
your hand, Willie?"
"! clidn't know I had a scratch there " and the
gambler raised his hand and looked at' it. "Just
how it came there, I don't know."
Net looked at him keenly.
"That scratch must have bled a little I reckon "
she said, nodding her head.
'
'
"It may have," answered Willie.
"Net, did you see the hand of the masked outlaw after I shot his shooter from it?" Wild asked
coolly.
"I reckon I did," was the reply.
"Did it bleed any?"
"Yes-a little."
"Well, do you think a mark would be left anything like the one Willie has?"
"Sartin! By jingo! Now I know! Willie,
you're the galoot who said you was Dashin' Tomi
I know you1· voice. Yer can't fool me no longer!
Dad. there's ther leader of ther gang what held
up ther stage coach, an' yer kin bet yer life on it!"
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full quart bottle of liquor. Uncle Bill's eyes
sparkled when he saw the bottle, and when Hop
produced a corkscrew and drew the cork he
Hop Wah went to the Sickles shanty, as Wild smacked his lips.
A tin cup was produced by one of the laundrytold him to. He ate his supper, too, and then he
settled down to stay there tbe rest of the night. men, and then the four started in to see how
But when he saw Charlie come and get Ned and quick they could empty the bottle. Hop took parher father to go to the saloon with him he de· ticular care to give his countrymen extra big
cided that he would run the risk of getting scold· drinks each time. The bottle was soon emptied,
ed by Wild, and again take a sneak off. But he and then Uncle Bill was just enough under the
did not go to the saloon where he had left Wild influence to make him open his heart.
"How much does a bottle of that stuff cost?"
and Charlie. He gave it a wide berth and headed
for Bill Bugg's tavern. As he came to it he he asked.
"Allee samee fivee dollee," Hop answered, while
happened to notice the laundry where he had
seen his fellow countrymen. He decided to go both Chinamen nodded to bear him out.
"That's a big lot of money fur a bottle ot
in and pay his respects to them first. The door
was shut, for the Chinamen were not afraid of fluid lightnin', but I reckon I kin afford ter buy
a little heat, an~ opening it, Hop walked in, with jest one, anyhow. I don't know when I've had
the air of a member of the royal family -of China. sich a good time as I'm havin' now."
"You allee samee havee lillee better timee
Uncle Bill Harvey, the "perfessor of medicine,"
was the1:e, trying to induce the two laundrymen pletty soonee, so be," observed Hop, smiling
to purchase some of his arnica plasters. They blandly at him.
It is doubtful if Uncle Bill would enjoy what
all looked around when Hop entered, as a matter
the clever Celestial was planning for him. Hop
of course.
had come in the shanty for the purpose of having
"Velly nicee evening, so be," observed Hop.
"Yes, putty nice," Uncle Bill answered. "Who some fun, as well as whisky. He always carried
might you be, one of ther relations of these fel· a few explosives in his pockets, such as homelers? If yer are, I wish you'd tell 'em that it's made firecrackers and the like. But he did not
a good thing ter be SUiJplied with arnica plasters have enough of them with him to do the damage
an' sich like. A feller can't tell when he's goin' he thought ought to be done, so he excused himter git hurt, an' I've got ther stuff what'll heal self and went outside. After looking around and
finding that Wild and Charlie were nowhere in
a wound quicker'n chain lightin'."
Both laund,rymen started to talk to Hop at sight, Hop made for the only store the mining
once, speaking in their own language, so the camo possessed.
"_Me wantee buy um pound of powder for Misler
words uttered by the old man were simply wastsaid, smiling at the storekeeper iD
ed, as Hop paid no attention to him whatever. Sickles," he way.
· · ·'
For the next five minutes there was a jabbering his innocent
"All right," was the reply. "I reckon yer kin
conversation by the three that made Uncle Bill
open wide his eyes. But it was not long before have it."
The powder was wrapped in a package, and,
Hop got the floor all to himself, and then he did
some· bragging that made his two fellow coun- paying for it, the clever Chinaman hastened bar:k
of whisky
trymen feel as though they were very humbl~ to the shanty. He found the bottle Uncle
Bill
there, and the two Chinamen and
f ellows, indeed.
·
waiting for him to draw the cork.
pockhis
from
Hop even pulled a five-dollar bill
"Me havee gittee lillee tea for um cookee in
et and asked one of them to go and buy some um camp," he explained, as he placed the pack,,·hisky. The Chinaman was glad enough to do age on the ironing table the laundrymen used.
this, and he lost no time in getting out and over "We havee lillee more tanglefoot now· um nicee
to the tavern. Thinking that he could do no Melican man allee samee tleat po~r Chinee
business there. Uncle Bill turned to leave the mans."
shanty. But Hop quickly caught him by the arm
Hop took the tin cup and poured out a ' big
and pulled him to a seat.
horn for the Chinaman nearest him. The heathen
"We havee lillee dlink ·pletty soonee," he said. had never met with such good luck in his life
"Me likee tleat nicee Melican to lillee dlink of before, and he swallowed it so quickly that it
.
tanglefoot."
almost took his breath away. The next one got
Uncle Bill accepted the invitation, for he did his <lose, and then Hop insisted on Uncle Bill
selling
made
had
he
not care to spend the money
drinking an extra big one. He took one himhis wares, as he did not know just when he was self, and then he started up a song in Chinese.
going to get a chance to strike it rich at gold· The other two joined in, for they knew it well.
hunting.
Hop now lighted a cigar. Then he picked up the
"Sartin I'll take a little whisky with yer," he package of powder and walked over to the rear
said. "I jest as lief drink with you as any of the shanty, where none of the occupants were.
one I knows of. What is yer name, if yer don't He made out that he was placing the package on
mind tellin' me?"
a shelf, but was really fixing a fuse to it. As
"Me name Hop Wah; come flom China. Allee soon as he had it ready he touched the lighted
end of his cigar to the fuse and then walked
samee workee for Young Wild West, so be."
"Good! Jest call me Uncle Bill. That's ther back.
"You allee samee pour outee lillee dlink ·,, he
name I always goes by where rm well known.
'
said to Uncle Bill.
Shake hands."
"Sartinly," was the reply, and he promptly
Hop shook with him. The Chinaman was not
gone long, and when he came in he carried a started in to do so. Then Hop opened the door
CHAPTER IX.-Hop Blows Up a Laundry.
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and took a look outside, presumably at the sky.
Not being satisfied with the obsevration he got,
he stepped all the way out. As soon as he y,as
out of sight of the old man and the two Chinamen he ran quickly across the street to the tavern. He had barely got there, and turned around
to vlew the laundry, when an explosion sounded
and the roof of the shanty went up in the afr.
"Hip hi!" yelled Hop. "Allee samee blowee up,
so be! Whattee mattee ?"
He was not the only one who saw it, for there
were quite a few idlers taking it easy around the
front of the tavern in the cool of the evening.
They all rushed across the street, Hop with them.
The clever Chinaman saw the two laundrymen
and Uncle Bill crawling out of the ruins on
their hands and knees, and then he exclaimed,
with great satisfaction:
"Me velly muchee glad nobody gittee hurtee, so
be. "
The -flimsy structure took fire, of course, and
for the next half hour there was a lively time in
Death Gorge. By the time the miners got the
fire out there was little left of the building, and
Uncle Bill was sitting on the tavern porch, with
his whiskers singed, and wondering what had
caused the explosion. Hop felt that he had had a
good evening of it, so he hastened back to the
camp.

CHAPTER X.
There was a deathly silence as Net Sickles
pointed an accusing finger at Willie the Gambler
and called him Dashing Tom. The villain turned
as white as a sheet and looked around him for
some way to escape.. Mustering all his courage
and coolness, he stepped to the bar. Bringing
his fist down upon i t with a bang, he cried:
"There ¥3 a conspiracy against me! Boys, I
don't know what this all means. I am speaking
the truth. I never heard of such a pernon as
Dashing Tom, and I don't believe you did, either."
"Not until Ned told us," answered the gir1's
father, keeping close to the villain, as though he
feared he would escape. "Net's word is good,
too; everybody knows that."
"Bet yer life what Net says is ther truth!"
shouted a young miner who was very much m
love with her, though he had never yet mustered
up sufficient courage to tell her so. "I'll shoot
ther galoot full of holes as dares ter say she
lies!"
"Good fur Carey Baker!" shouted Tommy, the
barkeeper.
A shout went up then. But the men were divided. The majority thought Willie was guilty,
but there were those of considerable influence in
the camp who did not. They decided to get right
in and stick up for Willie the Gambler.
"Hold on Sickles," said one of them, who had
always bee~ a gootl. frienrl _to the miner. "TherE;'S
two sides ter every question. Net may be m1staken about this, an' Willie should have a show.
Jest because he's got a scratch on his hand it
don't say that he is tber galoot what Young Wild
West m·ade drop his shooter. I don't much believe in circumstantia l evidence, an' I say that
ther accused man ought ter have a square deal."
"So do I!'·'

"A square deal every time."
"Willie is all 1·ight!"
These and similar cries went up from the supporters of the young man, and Wild knew then
that it would be useless to try and prove his argument.
"All right," he said, takinl!' the center of the
room. "If you don't want to settle accounts with
the leader of the outlaw gang you can let him
go. But you will find out before very long that
Will 'e the Gambler and Dashing Tom, the leader
of the masked ,l!,'ang of outlaws, are one and the
same person. I never make a mistake, boys:"
"To ther lockup with him!" cried Sickles. "He
kin have a chance ter orove where he was when
ther holdup took place this mornin'; an' also
where he was when Net was bothered out at ther
other end of ther gore-e. That's a square deal
an' any honest man will agree ter it."
'
"I'll agree to it!" spoke up Willie. "I can prove
just w~ere I was at both the times you mention.
Just gwe me the chance, and maybe I will be
able t<? prove something, too. This boy, who
calls himself Young Wild West, no doubt knows
all about the holdup, and what happened out in
the gorge, too. He was there when Net Sickles
w:as insulted by the masked outlaw, according to
h~s o,vn story, and I wasn't. Lock me up, and
give me a chance to prove my innocence. I will
get some of the best men of D.eath Gorge to tell
you where I was. I am not afraid."
The villain certainly talked as though he was
an innocent man, and his words and manner had
a wonderful effect on the majority of the miners
"Let .him "'O free," suggested the man who had
first championed his cause. "Willie ain't ther
man ter run away."
"No, I won't run away, boys!" cried the gambler-outlaw. "I've lived here lonS!.' enough for you
all to know me, and I am not g-oing to run away
now. I want this thing settled."
Even Net acted as though she thought she
might have made a mistake, and she said no
more. The sul!'g-estion made by the man proved
to be a popular one, and when it had been decided that Willie was to be allowed the freedom
of the town, our hero said:
"All rjght, gentlemen. Now it is for me to
make good. I'll do that, as sure as my name is
Young Wild West."
"If you don't, you had better look out!" retorted the gambler significantly.
'.'Oh, I'll stay here long enough to see you danglmg at the end of a rope, and those who are
your friends now holding fast to the other end
of it," Wild said quietly.
Then he went out, followed by Cheyenne Charlie
and the miner and his daughter. They walked
ba~k to Sickles' shanty, and when they entered
Wild observed:
'
"I reckon we've got some work ahead boys
We must get right at it. The miners h~re ar~
against us .iust now. But I am sure that Willie
the Gambler and Dashing Tom are one and the
same, and I want to prove it before twenty-four
hours have passed."
"You kin bet that you'll do it, too, Wild!•
spoke up the scout, who had the greatest confidence in the abilities of the dashing young deadshot.
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"Well, I'm putty sartin that he's ther same
man what had on ther mask," said Net, shaking
her head. "Of course I can't swear ter it. I
thought when I 'cused him he would give in. But
he didn't, which shows that he's a mighty good
actor, or else I did make a mistake."
''You made no mistake," our hero assured her.
"Now, boys, we'll go out and look for the hidingplace of the outlaw gang. That will be the first
step toward proving what I have promised to."
The remark was addressed to Charlie and Jim,
and they at once signified their willingness to go.
Wild went outside.
"Hop, get my horse ready. Hurry up about
it."
But Hop was not there, as the reader knows.
Just about that time he was having a spree in
the Chinese laundry down the street. Wing explained as well as he could, and then hastened to
act in place of his brother. Charlie and Jim hastened to get their horses. The horses were soon
ready, and then, bidding the girls remain in the
shanty with Net and her father until they came
back, Wild rode off, followed by Charlie and Jim.
"Boys." said the young deadshot, "I re~kon we
woift ride past the saloon and tavern. There is
no use in letting every one know that we are going out to the gorge. I have no doubt but there
are some of the outlaws in the camp at this minute, and they will surely follow us i.f they see us
go away. You can bet that they are hot against
us now!"
They rode off to the right and went around
the cluster of shanties. When they came to the
entrance to the gorge they thou~ht they had most
likely got there without being observed.
But
there was nothing sure about this, so Wild advised that a watch be kept behind as well as
ahead. They rode on through the gorge, their
horses at a walk. Not until they reached the
spot where the man had fallen did they come to
a halt.
Wild dismounted , and his partners followed
suit. There was no moon, but the stars were
shining brightly overhead, so they were able to
discern objects at quite a little distance. Making- sure that there was no one in sight, they
began to make an examination of the dusty
ground. But hoofprints were not discernible, for
it was too dark for that. Chal'lie kept on moving toward the cliff at the side, and the first thing
Wild and Jim knew they heard a sharp cry that
was partly smothered. Just where it had come
from they hardly knew, for the cliffs on either
side had a way of transmitting sounds in a peculiar way. But they missed the scout right
away, and Wild promptly called out to him.
There was no answer.
"Jim, I reckon something has happened," said
the young deadshot, looking at Dart.
"That's right, Wild," was the reply. "Charlie
has got into trouble. There must be some of
the outlaws about."
"Well, we have got to find him, and that is all
there is to it! We are in for it now, and no
mistake!"
CHAPTER XI.-The Scout in Jeopardy.
It so happened that two of Dashing Tom's men
were outside the saloon listening to all that was
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going on, and when Wild and Charlie left to go
back to the Sickles shanty they were right behind them. One of them was Kossuth, the sharp
man of the gang. He had come over toward the
saloon for the purpose of entering and joining in
a poker game with the leader, so they could
fleece those who were willing to play with them
out of what they had to lose. But the loud talk
caused Kossuth to open his ears, as well as his
eyes, and seeing one of the gang coming just
then, he called him, and the two listened. They
followed our friends for the purpose of finding
out what they were going to do next.
It was easy for them to listen under the window
of the shanty, and they soon learned that it was
the intentions of Young Wild West and his part•
ners to find out where the outlaws were located.
"We will ride back to the cave as soon as possible and wait till they come along," said Kos·
suth, after he had thought a moment. "That is
where they .will be apt to come, for they have
accused Tom of being the leader of the gang.
How the boy ever found enough out to make him
think that way I don't know, for the captain certainly is a cool one, and he never lets any one
catch him napping."
"I sh!luld reckon so. But come on. Let's git
our horses an' light out fur ther gorge. Maybe
we kin catch them galoots when they come along.
If we do happen to, I reckon ther captain will
feel mighty proud of us."
"He surely will, Dick. We must do our best
to-night. This young fellow they call Young
Wild West must be a regular demon when he
gets woke up. Look how he shot that 1·evolver
out of Tom's hand! I d1ctn't see it; but Tom told
about it, didn't he?"
"Yes," answez-ed Dick, "ther captain told all
about it."
He was not quite familiar enough with Dashing
Tom to call him by his first name. But Kossuth
was. The two were not long in getting their
horses, for they had them together in a lean-to
stable in the rear of Kossuth's shanty. They
mounted and rode away, and reached the secret
rendezvous of the gang something like ten minutes before Young Wild West and his partners
rode up and dismounted.
Having a knowledge of the passages and mazes
of the cave, it was easy for the two villains to
creep out and watch the three, and when Cheyenne Charlie came up close to the foot o{ the
cliff he was seized and made a prisoner almost
before he could utter a cry. As the reader knows,
all the cry he did make was a smothered one, for
Dick's soft hat was thrust into his moutl~ in a
jiffy, and then he was- forced to silence. T,vo or
three turns of a rope rendered the scout powerless, and then he was dragged into the cave and
out of reach of those outsid~
They carried their captive bodily into the cave
until they were forced to stop and l~ht a match
in order to find their way. They managed to
reach the place where they kept their horses
when stoppint? there, and then a lantern was
found and lighted. The scout, who was not in·
jured in the least, could see and hear, but he
could not use his tongue for anything more than
a muffled word of speech, which could not be
heard far. He now tried to make the villains
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understand that they had better release him a .
once, but they only shook their heads and laug,...
ed at him.
.
A couple of lariats were in the cave, and with
one of these the helpless scout was tied in such a
shape that he could hardly move. It was one of
the most trying positions he had ever been placed
in, but he simply had to grin and bear it, as the
saying goes. Having fixed him to their full satisfaction, the two went back to the mouth of the
cave and listened. It was not long before they
heard Wild and Jim moving about in another
portion of the honey-comb that made up the cave
at the entrance. But they could not reach them
if they wanted to, so they simply had to wait.
But it occurred to Kossuth that if one of them
could get out and go back to Death Gorge ~nd
notify the captain, it would be, a very good thing
to do.
"You try it, Dick," he whispered. "Go it on
foot. It's ·only a couple of miles. I may have the
other two when you come back."
"All right," was the reply, and then Dick crept
out and soon reached the trail that ran through
the gorire. The two miles to the mining camp
seemed a longer distance than it ever had before,
and after what appeared to be. a long time he got
there. The outlaw captain was not at the tavern, as he soon found out, so he went to the
saloon kept by Tommy. There was considerable
excitement in the camp over an explosion that
had occurred, and when Dick had listened for a
minute or two he learned that the Chinese laundrv had been blowed up.
But Dick had no time to talk abput the explosion, and when he 'went into the saloon he found
Willie there, playing cards, and apparently quite
at his ease, Dick was not long in gettine;· a
chance to talk to him, and he then let him know
what had happened.
The accused man had given his p~mise that he
would not leave the mining camp until the difficulty that existed between him and Young Wild
West was settled, and he did not like to do so,
thinking that he would win out. But the fact
that the man who had shot Mackerel Pete was in
the secret cave, waiting to be disposed of, made
him resolve to go there and then come back again,
after he had settled accounts with the prisoner.
"I'll go out there on foot, the same as you
crone in, Dick," he said. "Then, if I get the
chance, I'll ride your horse back. Cheyenne Charlie must be settled this night! There is no mistake about that!"

CHAPTER XII.-In a Living Tomb.
Dashing Tom lost no time in starting for the
Cll.ve in the gorge. He took with him a lariat,
for he figured that he might have a chance to
catch Young Wild West and the other partner. If
he met them coming, all he would have to do was
to drop behind some rock or boulder, for the
gorge was full of them. The gambler-outlaw
continued on his way, walking rapidly, though
not making much noise. As he saw nothing of
Young Wild West, he concluded that the boy
must be making a search for his partner.
"I hope they don't have the luck to find the way

, our cave," he muttered,. under his bre~th.

i they do the tables wjll be turned pretty qmck-

1v. Kossuth is too smart to allow them to do that,
though. I can always depend on him to do 1he

right thing."
His mind became eased at once, for Kosquth
was really his trusted friend and adviser. As
the villain neared the end of the gorge he became more cautious in his movements. The next
minute he came upon three horses all of a sudden. Then he knew he had struck the spot where
our friends had halted, and that meant that they
were not far away, possibly in the cavernous
place. Of course one of them was there, but it.
might be that the others were pretty close to
him. The outlaw would have led the horses inside if he dared; but he feared that he might
attract the two who were searching for their
companion to him, and then the jig would be up.
"It is a fine horse that Young Wild West owns,"
he thought. "I would like to have it, but it
would never do for me to ride it, after what has
happened. The boy has too many friends in
Death Gorge for that."
Dashing Tom knew just the right place to go
in, and he crept to it, felt the inside of the shelllike partition to make sure, and then went in.
He could not hear a sound, so he made up his
mind that everything was all right. After he
had gone far enough, he drew a small dark lantern from his pocket and coolly lighted it. Then
it was easy enough for him to proceed, since the
way was marked so the outlaws could make no
mistake. Dashing Tom soon entered the cave.
Kossuth was there, and he stood with a revolver
in his hand, ready to shoot, until he heard the
captain whisper a greeting to him. Kossuth held
up his hand for silence, which told the captain
right away that danger was near.
"What is it?" he asked, in a very low tone of
voice, as he stepped to the side of the man.
"Young Wild West is close by, I reckon," was
the reply.
"Good! We must get him, then."
"I have been watching for the chance. But it
is hardly likely that he will get in here. He is
in the gallery that zig-zags around and ends up
in the gorge, where it starts from. I wanted silence so they would not hear anything and then
get an idea how to get to us."
"All right, pard," said Dashing Tom. "You
know just about what to do. But where is the
prisoner?"
"Right over there. See how I have got him
fixed I He can't move any more than enough to
breathe. Oh, I fixed Mr. Cheyenne Charlie, all
right! He's the galoot who killed Mackerel Pete.
I felt that I should have killed him instead of
making him a prisoner, but thought that it would
suit you better if you could name the way . he
was to die."
"It does suit me, pard. I'm glad you thought
of it. I want to make the galoot suffer. He
killed Pete deliberately, and he must be served
as bad as we can do it."
"Well, we fired a volley at them when we rode
out into view," Kossuth said, shrugging his shoulders. "We would have killed some of them if
our aim had been good. But we only had re-
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volvers, and Cheyenne Charlie, as they call him,
had a rifle."
Dashing Tom now stepped over to where the
scout lay helpless on the ground. The cave was
but dimly lighted, for Kossuth had made precautions not to be caught if it was possible to
keep Young Wild West and his other pard away
from the rendezvou s. Charlie looked at the villain who stood over him, a fiendish smile on his
face. The outlaw leader had not taken the trouble to don his mask. It was evident that he wanted the prisoner to see just who he was.
"Cheyenn e Charlie," said he, speaking in a voice
that v,;as just above a whisper, "you have run
your race! I came here on purpose to arrange
the way you are to die. But before I decide, I
want to let you know that Young Wild West was
exactly right when he said that Willie the Gambler and Dashing Tom, the outlaw, were one and
the same person. · I have the distinguis hed honor
of being Dashing Tom. And when I am in the
mining camp I am Willie the Gambler. You can't
answer me, I know, but it must be pleasing to
your ears to hear this from me.''
Charlie glared at the villain, showing plainly
how well he would like to be free and get the
chance to clutch him by the throat. Kossuth now
came up, and bending over the prostrate and helpless form of the prisoner, he hissed: .
"You've got to die, Cheyenne Charlie! You
killed one of our pards, and you've got to suffer
for it. The captain is going to think of a way to
make you suffer more than poor Mackerel Pete
did. Don't make any mistake about that."
The scout gasped out something that was unintelligible, and then the two villains laughed.
"Pard," said Dashing Tom, as he turned away
from Charlie, "I have just been thinking of something. You remembe r the deep pocket we found
half a mile back of the cave-the place that was
simply a living death itself?"
"Yes, I remember it, Cap!"
Kossuth's face brightene d, and he looked expectant now.
"Well, how would it do to put Cheyenne Charlie
there? He could never get out, for he could not
make himself heard through the half mile of
earth and rock. He would slowly starve to death,
and if he drank of the water from the pool that
is there it would simply help him along on his
way, for the water is l'oisoned by the putrid body
of horses that must have tumbled into the pocket
at some ~ime from the high cliffs above.
I
reckon that is the fate Cheyenne Charlie will
have."
A shudder passed through the scout's frame as
he heard this. The way the villain spoke signified plainly that the death to be meted out to him
would be an awful one. But he quickly took a
different view of it, for when it occurred to him
that while there is life there is hope, he m~de up
his mind that he would cheat the scoundrel s yet.
Where Wild and Jim were he did not know, but
from the actions of the man who had been in the
cave with him so long, he lmew they must be
somewher e near at hand, and searching _for him.
Once or twice he thought he had heard the1Ai,
but the spot where he was lying was almost surrounded by an irregular formation of solid rock,
and he could not hear much.
"There is no use in waiting," said the captain,
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after a pause. "We can put him there right
away. If the boys want to see how he is making
out, they can go up every day and look down
from the cliff. We know for a certainty tb~t he
can never get out without the aid of some one.n
"And we mustn't let Young Wild West know
what was done with him," said Kossuth.
"No; we must put an end to Young Wild West
before he has a possible chance of finding out.
We must do that as soon as possible. Can you
shoot straight in the dark, pard?"
"Not very, I'm afraid, Tom."
"There it is! I can't either. I can do all right
in the daylight, but in the gloom my sight is
weak. I was going to say that we might lay for
the two boys and pick them off at close range.
But if we should happen to miss, I suppose we
would get the worst of it."
"There isn't any doubt about that, Tom."
"Well, never mind. We'll dispose of Cheyenne
Charlie first. We will take him to his living
tomb, which is plenty large enough for him to
roam about and wear off the ends of his fingers
in trying to get out. Untie his ankles so he can
walk. We are not going to carry him all that
distance."
Kossuth hastened to obey, and then the scout
was assisted to his feet.
"Come on!" exclaimed Dashing Tom. "When
we get you where we want you, I will cut you
loose. Then you can talk and yell as much as
you like."
Charlie knew it would be useless to try and
prevent them from taking him to the place they
had spoken of, so he walked along readily. The
captain went ahead with the darkened lantern and
Kossuth came after him, leading the prisoner.
Through a narrow passage they went, and then
into another that wound this way and that, gradually descendin g. It was easy half a mile before they came to a· small opening, and then Dashing- Tom removed the gag from the scout's mouth,
cut his bonds, and gave him a push that sent him
reeling down a sharp descent in the open air.
"Down with the rock, pard!" exclaimed the
leader, as he placed the lantern on the ground.
The two put their strength a_g-ainst a rock that
weighed as much as a ton, and it being about
balanced, gave way and quickly blocked the pn.~sage.
CHAPTE R XIII.-Ho p Pays for Damage Done.
It was not long after the explosion took place
before the two Chinamen and Uncle Bill Harvey
were looking for Hop Wah. All three had sense
enough to know that it was the package he had
brought there that had exploded, and they also
thought that he had touched it off purposely . The
fact that he made haste to get out of the shanty
just before the explosion occurred was sufficient
to make them think that way. The Chinamen
could not speak a great deal of English, and they
tried hard to make the miners understan d what
had caused the disaster.
But the "perfesse r of medicine" had no trouble
in making them understan d, and when he told
how he was certain that Young Wild West's
clever Chinaman had blown up the shanty, the
majority of the miners were inclined to smile.
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Uncle Bill related how pleasant their relations
had been up to the very time it had happened,
and this made it look all the more like a joke.
The owners of the wrecked laundry each got an
axe and started out to look for Hop. Uncle Bill
soon joined them in the search, though he carried
no weapons that could be seen. They soon found
out where they were apt to find the rascal who
had come so near killing them, they thought; and
they hastened for the Sickles shanty. Hop was
there, and it happened that he was just beginning
to show the miner and his daughter one of his
sleight-of-hand tricks.
Wing had gone ,to sleep in the tent outside, and
when Uncle Bill found him he thought sure he had
found Hop. He called the two Chinamen and
pointed him out. But they shook their heads,
after having lighted a match and peered at the
face of the sleeper, for they could tell one Chinaman from another a great deal quicker than the
old man could.
"We'll knock at ther door of ther shanty, then,"
suggested Uncle Bill.
This he did, and it was opened by Sickles himself. The moment the old man caught a glimpse
of Hop standing before a table, he uttered an
exclamation of anger and leaped toward him.
But Hop was quick enough to see him coming,
and he dodged around the table in a hurry.
''Hip hi!" he yelled, and then in came the two
Chinamen with their axes.
"What's ther matter?" cried the miner, who did
not know yet what had caused the explosion in
tl1e mining camp.
"Puttee outee!" yelled Hop. "Allee samee killee
me! Me no helpee blow-up, so be." ·
"Yes, yer could help it," snorted Uncle Bill.
"Yer sot that powder off on purpose, jest ter kill
us, that's all. You're goin' ter git chopped up
in pieces now!"
"I reckon there ain't goin' te1· be no choppin'
done around here!" spoke up Sickles, pulling his
revolver. "Git out of here, you heathen galoots!
Git out, or I'll let holes sro through your yaller
carcasses!"
It was wonderful to see how quick the two Celestials cooled down. They put down their axes
and got outside in a hurry, too.
"Hop," said Arietta, who was always. the boss
in the absence of Young Wild West and his partners, "if you was the cause of the shanty being
destroyed pay the damages. Pay up quick, too!"
· Hop thought he had better settle, so he went
to the door and called out something in Chinese.
Then a discussion arose between him and the
two laundrymen, and Uncle Bill became so interested in it, because he could not understand a
word of it, that he forgot his anger and laughed
uproariously. Hop had a very persuading way
about him, and he was not long in ,making a settlement with the two by paying them five hundred dollars. This was only a hundred dollars
more than he had won at poker, and he figured
that he could easily get square before he left
Death Gorge. The two Chinamen went away satisfied, but Uncle Bill lingered.
''Crui't I come in?" he asked.
"Sartin yer kin, old man," answered Sickles.
"All's you've got ter do is ter behave yerself."
"Oh, I'll behave myself."

Uncle Bill had sobered up considerably from
the excitement, and he was now in pretty good
shape.
"Come ter think of it," he observed, as he sat
down, "it was a sorter joke, I guess. My! but I
thought my time had come when- that powder
went off. It blowed me clean out of ther sha.'lty
an' singed my whiskers awful! If Hop had
stayed there an' got blowed out, too, we wouldn't
have thought he done it on purpose. But he g.ot
out just as soon as he lit ther blamed fuse that
was to ther powder."
"Time ter git out, I should say," spoke up Net
Sickles. "No one but a fool would stay, in a
shanty when they knowed fur sartin that it was
goin' ter be blowed up. I'll bet that you would
have lit out 'in a hurry if you had knowed it.
You even furgot ter send help ter me, after yer
got away from Dashin' Tom."
"Say, Miss Net," said Uncle, Bill earnestly, "I
wish you'd sorter forgive me fur that. If I
clone anything wrong, I didn't mean ter. I
wouldn't tell Bill Bugg about it, fur I took him
fur a bad one. I think that way yet, too. I'll
bet he's one of them outlaws!"
"We'll know somethin' about them outlaws
afore many hours, I reckon," the girl's father
observed. "Young Wild West an' his pards has
gone out ter hunt up somethin' now."
"Gosh! S'pose me an' you go an' try ter find
out somethin' ?" Uncle Bill suggested. "I'd jest
like ter do somethin' ter square my,self with that
gal of your'n."
·
"Never mind trying to square yourself with
me, Uncle Bill," answered Net. "You're all right
now, as far as you go. Let it drop."
,
Sickles somehow was taken up, with the idea
of going to look up evidence ~f the outlaw garig,
and when the old man proposed that they should
try it he decided that he would.
"Spose we take a walk through ther gorge,
then?" he said to Uncle Bill.
"All right. I ain't afraid ter go, not if you're
with me, 'cause I· know you kin pull a shooter
mighty quick. I seen yer do it a little while ago
on them two Chinese galoots."
·
"You ought ter know how ter pull a gun quick
yourself," remarked Net. "Don't you think so?"
and she turned to Arietta.
"Yes, that's right," was the reply. "A ma~
who doesn't know how to handle a revolver should
keep away from this part of the country."
Uncle Bill grinned.
"I don't want ter have ter shoot any one if I
ki!l help it," he declared. "So that's why I never
tned ter do much in ther line of shootin'."
"Come on, if you're goin' ter make that little
trip," ·said Net's father, as he slipped an extra
, revolver in his belt. "I reckon we must help
Young Wild West out. He's goin' ter prove that
Willie ther Gambler is an outlaw an' we must
help him do it, jest ter satisfy th~r men here in
ther camp."
"Me go, too, allee sainee," spoke up Hop; and
then he looked at Arietta appealingly.
The girl thought he might be of some use in
finding Wild, in case there was anything wrong,
so she decided to let him go, providing Sickles
and Uncle Bill were satisfied.
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But the miner had seen just about enough of
the clever Chinaman to make hbn think that he
was all right, even if he had blown up a shanty
that night, and he readily consented to allow him
to go. Uncle Bill did not care. He would have
been satisfied to let the laundry Chinaman go,
too, most likely. The three set out on foot for
the g-orge. As they got to the ruins of the
shanty that had been blown up and burned, they
paused to look at the ruins. It was just then that
they saw a man go hurrying off toward the trail
that ran through the gorge. There was something about him that looked familiar to Hop, and,
catching Uncle Bill by the sleeve, he whispered:
"No lettee lat man see us, so be. He allee
samee no goodee."
Sickles heard the advice, too, and he watched
and remained silent. Before the man had disappeared from their view, Hop knew who it was.
"Lat allee samee Willie," he observed. "He
takee lillee walk to find Young Wild West, so be."
"Are yer sure it was him, Hop?" Sickles asked,
pricking up his ears.
"Yes, me velly muchee sure."
"Come on, then. We'll foller ther galoot."
The three started after the outlaw, taking care
not to get close enough to attract his attention.
Hop knew how to trail a man pretty well by this
time, and Sickles was all right at it. It was quite
easy to steer Uncle Bill right, so they continued
on their way, taking care to keep well in the
shadows. When Dashing Tom paused by the
horses belonging to Young Wild West and his
partners the three were only fifty yards behind
him. They came on up, working their way softly, and soon they saw the outlaw go to the cliff
and disappear. Theu they went on, and, :finding
the horses, they paused.
"Allee samee Misler Wild's Spitfire, so be,"
said Hop, as he saw the sorrel standing there.
"Misler Charlie's and Misler Jim's horses here,
too, so be."
"You ought to know them, I guess," Uncle Bill
answered in a low whisper.
"That's just whose horses they are," said Sickles, when he had looked the animals over as well
as he could in the dark. "I wonder where Young
Wild West is now? An' where did Willie ther
Gambler go?"
'fhe first question was soon answered, but the
last one was a puzzler. Wild and Jim Dart came
along just then, and recognizing them, Hop called
out softly:
"Hello, Misler Wild."

CHAPTER XIV.-Captain and Kossuth Surprised
Having settled the fate of Cheyenne Charlie,
Dashing Tom and Kossuth turned back and headed for the cave. Both had examined the pocket
that day at the foot of the surrounding cliffs,
and they were well satisfied that no one could
ever get out of it without being. assisted. The
bones of both horses and men were there, and
that was the ghastly evidence. The two villains
soon reached the cave, and once there they ,,
cided to leave it and return to Death Gorge camp.
They had a ticklish job ahead of them, and they
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knew it, but they might easily elude the searchers if they kept their eyes and ears open, so they
went on out through the maze of rocky passages.
Dashing Tom was in the lead, and every few
steps he would pause and listen. As luck would
have it, there was no one there when they came
to the outlet of the passage.
"Come on!" exclaimed the leader in a whisper.
"Keep close under the cliff and follow me."
Kossuth did not answer, but he was ready to
do just as he was told. They walked and crept
until they were past the spot where the horses
were. Kossuth was tempted to suggest that they
steal the animals, but his better judgment told
him not to. Five minutes later they were walking briskly through the gorge, the horses of both
Kossuth and Dick having been left in the cave.
It was not advisable to bring them out just then,
and they knew it. Both men were relieved when
they reached the mining camp, and they went into
the tavern together. The usual crowd was gathered there, and among them were the rest of the
members ~ the outlaw band. The gambler received a warm greeting, for many of his staunch
friends were there.
"Where was yer?" Bill Bugg asked, as the villain went to the bar. "I didn't see nothin' of
yer to-night."
"Oh, I was playing poker up at Tommy's," was
the reply. "How did they make out about catching the Chinaman who blew up the shanty acrO$S
the street, did you hear?"
"Yes, I heard a little while ago that ther galoot
paid five hundred dollars ter settle fur ther damages."
"Well, he could well afford to do that, I suppose. He won four hundred in a few minutes
right after dark, and a good part of it was my
money."
"Is that so? There ain't been many in here
to-night what hang around Tommy's. I 11ever
heard nothln' about that."
"Where's Young Wild West?" asked Kossuth,
as he picked un the bottle that was passed to him.
"Out somewhere, I reckon," replied the tavernkeeper. "One of ther boys seen him an' hi
pards ride away some time ago."
The two villains exchanged glances at this.
Noticing this, Bill Bugg said quickly:
"I reckon you fellers knows where they are.''
"We know where one of them is," whispered
Dashing Tom, as he leaned over close to the man's
ear. "The galoot who killed Mackerel Pete is
shut in the pocket back of the cave to starve to
death."
"Good!" came the reply. "A slow death is just
what that feller ought to have. It would be too
easy fur him if he was killed quick, like his victim was."
"That's right."
After a while the three P'Ot a better chance to
talk, as nearly every one in the taven1 barroom
"were ~ngaged in some kind of gambling game, or
watching one.
"I reckon that gal sorter made it warm fur yer
-W:illie," Bugg said. "If I was you, I'd make he{
wish she'd never said anything like that."
"I guess I'll go up to the shanty and try and
get an interview with her," the outlaw leader answered coolly.

- ::,·
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"What!"
Eve.I! Kossuth looked surprised.

"Oh that won't be anything much. I am supposed 'to be a free man, ~nd so l_ong as nothing
is proved against me I will _rem~m that way. ,I
reckon I stand just as good m this camp as Nets
father does. There is no rubbing that out."
"I'll go with you if you say so," Kossuth spoke
up.
"Certainly you can go. We'll go right away,
too for no better time colild be found. Young
Wiid West is not there, and only Sickles and the
two Chinamen will be there with the girls."
Having made up his mind to go to the shanty,
Vfillie was eager to do it. He soon left the
tavern with Kossuth. Then they both wended
their way to the shanty, where they supposed
Net and her female guests were gathered, with
only her father to protect them against !ns_ult
or injury. When they got close to the bmldmg
Kossuth stepped forward and peered through one
of the windows. He was astonished to find that
the girls were alone. He beckoned f?r the captain to come up, and then the two listened. It
just happened that the girls were talking about
those who had gone out to look for Wild and
help find the headquarters of the outlaws. The
listening villains drank this in eagerly. Then it
occurred to Dashing Tom that if ever there
was a good time to kidnap the girl he loved it
was now. But how would he manage to get her
to the secret cave, when there were those who
were searching for it in the gorge? That was a
puzzling· auestion. But tr" more he thought over
it the more he felt that it could be successfully
accomplished.
"Pard " said he, whispering; to his companion,
"don't you see any girl there that you'd like to
have for a wife?"
"Yes; that one with the yellow hair strikes me
as being about the right kind," was the reply.
"Well, I guess you may have her if you want
to. I want Net Sickles, as you know; and 1:
mean to have her to-night. We will catch the
pair of them and take them to your shanty, pard.
Then when we know thP- coast is clear we can
take them to the cave and fit up a place for them
until they are tamed. What do you say?"
Then it was that Kossuth forgot his tact and
good judg-ment and agreed with his leader. They
began making plans to get the two girls without
being interfered with by the others.
"If we had the rest of the boys here, we could
get them all," Kossuth sug-gested.
"We don't want them all, pard."
"Well, that's so."
"I only want one, and I mean to marry her in
the regular way as soon as she comes to her
senses and consents."
"I'll marry the other one if she can be made to
a~ree."
.
'Oh it won't take long for that."
"What way do you think is best to get them in
our power, Tom?"
"We will g-o in and make out that it is a call
we are making. Then a way will suggest itself,
most likely. If .they don't want us to come in,
we will go in, anyhow. as I will make. out that I
want to prove by you that I was w1th you on

your claim at the time the incident at the other
end of the gorge occurred."
"All right. It may work that way."
They walked around to the door, ~nd Koss~th,
who was thought to be an honest mmer by Sickles and his daughter, knocked. Net came to the
door.
"What do you want?" she demanded.
"I have come over to tell you and your father
something, Net. May we come in?"
Net answered yes, she not seeing who i~ was
behind him. But the outlaw leader got in all
right and with a pleasant smile on his face, he
bowed to the girls.
"Net," said Kossuth, "I wa;nt to tell you that
Willie was with me on my claim for over an hour
before you rode in with Young Wild West and
reported about the outlaw holding you up. That
proves that it wasn't him, doesn't it?"
"I don't know whether it does or not," was the
reply. "How do I know but that you're lyin'?"
"Well, your father wouldn't say anything like
that, Net."
"It makes no difference what he'd say. It's me
what's talkin' now. I reckon you'd better leave
now. We don't want no company to-night."
"Don't get angry, Net," spoke up the outlaw
captain, trying his best to be persuasive. "A
pretty face like yourn, and the rest here, will
attract visitors, you know. You can't blame us
if we want to stay a while."
"How long do you want to stay?" asked Arietta suddenly.
"Oh, half an hour perhaps."
"Well, you may stay here forever, as far as
walking away yourselves is concerned, if you
don't move right now!"
The girl produced a six-shooter in a twinkling
and Dashing Tom found himself looking into the
muzzle of it.
"That's right, Arietta," spoke up Net, pulling
her own shooter. "You believe that Willie is
ther galoot what stopped me yisterday and so do
I! What do yer say if we make ther galo,,t confess?"
This proposition, startling as it was, was received with favor by Young Wi~d West's sweelheart.
"Cover them, girls!" she said to Anna and
Elo'.se.
CHAPTER XV.-Wild Pu.:s Up a Big Bluff.
Neither of the villains dared to draw a weapon
to defend themselves with. They wanted to get
out, but did not know how to do it. Both felt
that they were in danger of being shot if they
did not do as they were told.
"Anna," said Arietta, who was even more cool
than Net, "just take their weapons from them."
The scout's wife lost no time in obeying. She
made sure that she got every weapon the men had
upon them, and then she walked back and laid
them on a chair.
"Jest git that rope, Anna," spoke up Net, as
she nodded toward a lariat that hung on a nail
in the wall.
Anna understood. She got the rope and proceeded to tie the hands of the two prisoners the
best she knew how.
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"See here!" said Kossuth, as he found the use
of his tongue. "This may be a joke, but if it is
l call it a mighty cruel one. Let up on us, won't
you?"
"We'll let up on yer in a minute," Net answered, as she took the end of. the rope, and leaving
the rest to guard the prisoners, got upon the
table and passed it over one of the rafters.
"We'll give yer a taste of how it feels ter be
hung."
,
Kossuth got very much alarmed now. As Net
jumped down with the rope Arietta made a noose
in some of the slack and dropped it over the head
of Kossuth.
"Up with him!" she exclaim~. "He :is one of
the outlaws, and he shall go first. They mean to
kill Wild, so we will not let them have the
chance."
Anna and Eloise caught hold of the rope and
put their combined weight on it.
"Don'~-don't!" he gasped. "I'll tell all!
I'm one of the out--"
"Shut up!" roared Dashing Tom angrily. "Are
you a fool?"
Kossuth had been lowered so he could bear nis
weight on the floor, and he looked very pale.
"Up with him again, girls!" Arietta cried. "He
will confess, I think."
"Hold on!" cried the villain, who thought t.be
girls might make a mistake and hang him, anyhow. "I'll tell you all you want to know. I am
one of the outlaws, and so is Willie. Now let 11s
go."
"Not much!" answered Arietta. "You are J?Oing
to stay right here til-1 Young Wild West comes
back. Anyhow, you know what it feels like to
be hanged, so you have got a little advantage
over the other scoundrel."
Arietta now proceeded to doubly tie them wi1;,1
the lariat, though they both struggled hard co
get away. Dashing Tom was about as mad at
},Js companion as he was at the girls. He hated
him for telling what he had. A1ietta was not
satisfied until they were bound securelv to the
chah-s they had been sittinv. upon when the lively
time started.
"There!" she exclaimed. "Now we'll wait till
Wild and the rest come· back."
.It was a long wait before that happened, it being past midnight when they showed up at the
shanty. Wild and Jim were much worried, for
they had been unable to find a trace of Charlie.
Hop, Sickles and Uncle Bill had assisted them m
the search, but it was of no avail. At last our
hero decided that there was no use in trying to
do anything further until it got daylight. Then
they might have a show. When be reached the
home of Sickles and found what the girls had
done he was staggered.
"What does it mean, anyhow?" he asked, as he
saw the two prisoners tied to the chairs.
"Oh, we took a queer sort of notion, Wild,"
Arietta answered. "I made up my mind that this
man was a villain the moment be came in; and
when I saw that the gambler was with him, then
I f elt sure he was one of the outlaws, too. Anyhow, we have got them. If we have made a
mistake, it can't be helped now."
"Yes, it can be helped," spoke up Dashing Tom.
"Let us go, and we won't say a word about it."
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"Not much!" retorted Net. "When we let you
go, it will be to turn you over to a crowd tcr be
hung. You're all in, Willie! "
It did not take our hero long to leam just what
had happened from the start to the finish. He
knew the majority of the miners would be opposed to keeping Willie a prisoner, even if Kossuth had confessed, so he thought it best to keep
the matter quiet until morning, anyhow. Anna
was nearly wild when she heard that her husband had been spirited away in some mysterious
manner, and while she listened to Wild's recital
of what had taken place in the gorge, Net Sickles
was watching the faces of the prisoners. She
saw a gleam of triumph shoot from the eyes of
Willie, while Kossuth appeared to be anxious.
"I reckon both them galoots knows where Cheyenne Charlie is," she said suddenly, as she turned to Arietta. "S'pose we hang 'em ag'in an'
make 'em tell?"
"Don't hang me like that again!" cried Kossuth, turning paler than he had been before. "I
don't know anything about the missing man. It
must have been some of the outlaws that got
him; and th~y have killed him before this, likely.
'fhey knew he was the man who shot Mackerel
Pete."
This seemed to be a pretty truthful statement
from the villain, and Young Wild West began to
fear that the scout had Jost his life. But he ,lecide<l to let the captives brood over their situation
until daylight, and then, if nothing could be got
from them, they would renew the search for the
scout without the information they might expect
to get. Young Wild West could not sleep, so he
went out and paid a visi t to both drinking and
gambling places, which never closed their front
doors, day or night. He asked for Willie in b:ith,
but no one seemed to know where he was.
"I thought the galoot promised to stay her'il if
he was allowed to have his freedom?" \>/il<I s:t1 cl ,
speaking to · one of the men who had been stron:;ly in favor of the villain.
"Maybe he's over at ther shanty what belongs
ter Kossuth," was the reply. "Sometimes he suys
there."
"Kossuth is one of the outlaws, I rec'con.
That's why he sta,'S with him sometimes."
Wild happened to be looking toward Bill Bugg
as he said this, and he noticed that the man Aaye
a start.
"You know that, don't you?" he said coolly,
nodding to the tavern-keeper.
"What do yer mean, Young Wild West?" came
the reply.
"Well, :Cll tell you. Gentlemen, listen!"
He backed to a corner of the room, from which
he could command a look all around, and ~hen he
went on:
"Kossuth said to-night that he was a member of
the gang of outlaws. He also said that the man
known as Willie is their leader. And what is
more, he stated that all the men belonging to tl1e
band live in this camp. Both Willie and Kossuth
are going to hang to-morrow! Gentlemen, you
can bet all you're ~"!'t>rth on that. There will tie
others to go the same way, too. I know what I
am talking about."
There was a deathly silence, and then two men
edged toward the door. Wild did not appear to
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notice them, but he did, just the same; and the
moment they were outside he we!lt out ~y the
back way, leaving those who remamed gazing at
each other in astonishment. There was not a man
there who had the nerve to lift his hand against
the young deadshot. Wild caught . sight of the
two villains, and he was soon followmg them. It
was lucky that he did this.
CHAPTER XVI,-Conclusion.
Cheyenne Charlie was not exactly discoura&:e~
~hen he found himself alone in a deep cleft, w1tn
rocks surrounding him on every side that not
even a mountain goat could climb. But he felt
that he was in a bad box, for, by the way the
two villains had talked, there was small chance of
his being found by his partners. It was ·,el'y
warm down there in that hollow, and the odor
that was wafted to his nostrils was not a pleasant one. Charlie sat down a while and thought.
Then he began to try and get out of his prisiln.
In vain he tried to move the ton rock that barred
his way to liberty. All night long he worked at
it. As soon as it was light enough to see, Charlie
moved about, examining the rocky sides in search
of some hidden passage that might give him his
liberty.
At last the scout found a narrow passage between two slanting cliffs, and through it he went
eagerly, only to find that there was an opening
the other side that closed in like a box. As he
looked around he saw a pool of greenish water
not far distant. Near it were the bones of both
horses and human beings.
"That must be ther pizened pool them galoots
was talkin' about " he muttered, as he licked his
parched lips. Th~n all of a sudden his eyes rested upon something shining that lay on the ground
a few feet from the pool and at the side of a
little hummock. He staggered rather than walked
to the spot and sat down. The odor that came
from the pool had poisoned his system, it seemed,
and thus the fever had been brought on. Chariie
clutched at the shining nugget he saw sticking
from the dirt and succeeded in getting it from its
bed. A chill came over him just then, and staggering from the spot, he lay down in the sun,
right at the side of the deadly pool. That was
all that Charlie remembered until some two or
three hours later.
Young Wild West kept right on the track of the
two men who had left the tavern, -and when he
found that they went to one of the shanties he
made up his mind that he was going to learn
something from them. They had scarcely entered
the shanty and struck a light in it than he was
under the only window it contained, crouching
close to the ground and listening.
"Well, this is g-ittin' worse, I reckon," one of
the men said. "That boy has found out soniethin', I reckon."
"It looks that way," replied the other. ''But
so long as he don't find out what become of that
galoot called Cheyenne Charlie we'll have a little satisfaction."
"Yes, but I think it would have been :.ietter t.er
kill him than ter put him in ther death hole. H~
might have a chance ter git out of there.''

"No he won't. He'll git so thirsty that he'll
drink from that pizened pool, an' then it will be
.
. .
all up with him."
Wild waited to hear no more. R1smg to lus
feet, he walked to the door, and pushing it open,
he stepped inside, a revolver in his han<l.
"Make a move and you will get lead!" he exclaimed. "You are my prisoners!"
There was no getting over it. The young
deadshot had them dead to rights, and they were
too much afraid of him to put up a fight. The
result was that Wild soon had them disarmed and
their hands tied securely. Then he marched them
over to Sickles' shanty. Those in the shanty were
surprised when 4they found they had two more
prisoners to accommodate, but 1·oom was made
for them. Just about daylight Wild noticed that
the villains were holding a consultation.
"Well, have you made up your minds to tell
where Cheyenne Charlie is?"
"Yes," was the reply. "But yer can't never find
him unless one of us goes with yer."
"All right. I'll take you, then."
Wild selected only Jim and the two Chinamen
to go with him. They all rode off on horseback,
Kossuth going with his hands free, just as though
he was one of the party. The gorge was soon
reached, and then the ride to the spot where the
hidden cave was located was quickly made.
Kossuth led them into the cave and to the big
rock that was over the hole. Wild and Jim soon
found a way to dislodge it and send it down further, and then they leaped over it. Kossuth
thought it was his chance to make a break for
:bis liberty then, and grabbing a pistol from Wing,
he took aim at Wild and fired.
But there happened to be no bullet in the weapon, and as Jim answered the shot, Kossuth fell.
"That ends him!" said our hero, and then they
rushed to find Charlie.
They found the scout's tracks and pushed on till
they came through the little pass, and thenIt was a startling sight they came upon. Cheyenne Charlie lay at the edge of the pool in a
delirious condition.
"We have got to save him, Jim!" he crled.
But it was not as bad as they expected, and
half an hour later, when Charlie was comfortably sleeping in the Sickles shanty, there was a
general rejoicing in Death Gorge, for Young Wild
West had kept his wo1·d and proved that Willie
the Gambler and Dashing Tom were one and the
same person. It is hardly necessary to say that
the outlaws were summarily dealt with. After
Charlie was able to get about, our friends went to
the poiso~ed pool and started to get out the g-ol
that constituted Cheyenne Charlie's Hard Pan Hit.
It was a small fortune in itself. So let that
suffice.
Next week's issue will contain ''YOUNG WILD
WEST AND 'MONTEREY BILL'; or, ARIETTA'S GAME OF BLUFF."

"Moving Picture Stories," No. 308, contains an
article entitled "HOW TO BEOOME A MOVIE
ACTOR." Buy a copy. Price 7 cents; postage free.
HARRY E. WOLFF, 166 W. 23rd St., N. Y.
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CURRENT N EWS
GIRLS KILL SNAKE
Annie Fisher of Yorkville, and May Rose of
York Farm, while gathering dandelions on Cottage Hill, Pottsville, Pa., were atacked by a
black~ake over thr~e fe~t long. The snake had
been stirred out of its wmter home by a farmer
plowing and was in an angry m?od. After. the
girls recovered from their first fright they killed
the snake and brought it home as a trophy.
HER NOSE IS B:ER FORTlJNE
.
Girls are making fortunes from then- noses m
F rance and England. They enter the profession
of scent seekers, and find new perfumes for the
ladies of wealth, power and 0e s~age.
Many English girls are tramed 11;1 London .s~ent
firms while some study the art m the Riviera
fiowe~ gardens. Some of these students open
shops of their own in Bond Street, where $10,000
a year is no rare figure for the profits of a year.
An actress paid $5,000 a year or two ago to
have the sole use of an appealing new perfume.
BOYS PLAY MOVIES, 1 HA~GED 1:0 DEATH
A tragedy whlch occurre~ m the city_ of ~erpignan, in the Pyrenees regio_n, _has agam raised
the question in France of the 111 influence of moving pictures on children.
A few boys between 10 and 12 years of age
were playing when one suggested that they
sh ould play moving pictures.. They selected for
their reproduction the hangmg scene they _had
r ecently seen in a film drama. One of the little
boys played the part of the man who was to be
lynched. He stood on a chair and t~e noose was
slipped around his neck. The chair fell from
under his feet and he remained swinging in the
air. A woman, alarmed at the cries of the frightened children, rushed to the res~ue, but when she
cut the rope and took the child down he was
dead.
DANDELIONS FOR THINNESS
Health Commissioner Robertsoi:i of Chicago,
m., put his flying squad of fat _girls through a
new exercise the other day. This was to go fn
the park pick dandelions and later eat them by
the peck'.. The total lost tissue ~ow totals 210
pounds, taken off twenty-fou1· circular women
ambitious to be perfect 30s. One has dropped
sixteen pounds.
Florence Peters keeps a diary, which says of
the process:
"Friday, May 7-There's one advantage of being on a diet. You don't have to bother about
what to order for dinner. Dr. Robertson attends
to all that for you, and you've got to hand it to
him at that for making out peachy menus.
"He has ~dded dandelion greens to our diet.
This morning I went down to Lincoln Park to
1ather dandelions. I picked for two hours.
"Picking dandelions is a back-breaking job,
but a good bending exercise, and it ought to produce good results. I would not care for it as a
eteady thing. Quite a gallery of nursemaids

watched me; also a man who was lying on a
bench with his shoes off."
KING BUILT 72 TOMBS TO CONFUSE HIS
FOES
The Ming tombs near Pekin, are the most
famed tombs of China. But in the matter of
tomb building the Emperor of the "Three Kingdoms," 220-265, A. D., greatly exceeded the
Mings. He ordered his son to build for him 72
tombs, so that his enemies would not know which
contained his body.
Another Chinese Emperor built, peopl-ed and
garrisoned a city near a tomb he had built to
contain his own body. The tombs of the kings of
the "Six Kingdoms," in Shantung, though now
only earthen pyramids, terraced with little fields,
have the air of the pyramids.
The Manchus followed the Chinese cuswm and
law in respect to their ancestors. Solemn juniper
forests enclose their sepulchres, which are approached through magnificient p'ai-lous, and preceded by stately buildings.
There are five imperial Manchu burial places.
The original is at Hsin-King, Eastern Manchuria,
and is called the Yung Ling. Two are at Mukden and two in the region of Pekin.
THE ROBIN'S FOOD
A long time ago some one got the notion that
the common American robin is a foe to the orchardist and berry grower. The alleged discovery was promptly published b1·oadcast and the
fruit grower loaded his shotgun and went forth
to slay the robin.
The fruit grower's investigation into the food
habits of the robin went no fu1·ther than observing that he sometimes ate cherries. It never
occurred to the man with the shotgun to examine _
the contents of his victim's stomach. If he had
done so with a mind open to conviction a surprise would have met him. The robins do eat
ea1·ly fruit, but the quantity is small in proportion to the number of insects they destroy.
The robin's diet consists chiefly of moths, butterflies, caterpillars, earthwo1·ms, cut-worms and
other creatures that the farmer can very well
spare. The small fruit that the bird consumes is
only his dessert after meat.
If the robin plucks small apples from one's
trees, it would be we).) to examine the apple before killin_g the bird. He may be domg one a
great service. Probably you will find that he has
not eaten the young apple, after all, but has
dropped it on the ground. A little further investigation will show that it contained a larva
of the destructive codling moth; the bird was not
after the apple, but the larva.
Nestling birds live wholly on insect food.
There were once watched a pair of robins that
had their nest on a porch cap. From the time
the young were hatched until they were ready to
leave the nest the parents visited them on the
average once every fifteen minutes, and brought
at each visit from one to three insects.

WILD WEST

22

LOST IN FEUDLAND
-OR-

A BOY IN ''MOONSHINE" MOUNTAINS
By DICK -ELLISON
(A SERIAL STORY)
CHAPTER XIX (Continued)
During all this the two young people had approached· Mary Knox g-rowing more and more
indignant, though held back by Fred.
"Doggone yore ornery black hide!" They heard
the other voice begin again. "Do ye know who I
am? I'll wear ye out to a frazzle!"
Here unable to restrain Mary Knox any
longer,'· Brankston spurre~ _his tired horse, _and
plunged through the remammg unde:.-1vowth ~nto
a little open space, where the moon snone co,dly
down through a slit in the timber towards the
west.
A couple of horses stood near. On the ground
lay old Pete, his arms and legs securely b~und
with withes. Standing· over the negro, a pistol
in one hand and a whip in the ether, was a tall,
burly, tow-headed mountaineer, who Fred at_ once
recognized as one of the bunch of moon~hmers,
that he, Di<'k. and t.he_ others had run rnlo at
the timber slide on Bull Fork:. This was one of
the two who had gotten away when the 1·escue
party came.
It was John Ball, a Turley admirer of Malvina, whom her father rather favored, but whom
the girl disliked.
"Oh, you villain!" exclaimed Mary Knox,
throwing herself from t_he p~~y before . Fred
realized what she was domg.
Let our faithful
old servant alone--do you hear?"
"Ball whirled at the girl's first words. She had
rushed past him, and began unloosing poor Pete,
who sm·ely needed help worse than in all his life
before. But John Ball did not interfere further,
and fo1· the best of reasons.
Right behind the girl, and within a few feet
of where the negro lay, stood Brankston, covering the Turley man with a cocked Winchester.
"Not one move!" said Fred, and there was
such a menace in his tone that Ball dropped his
pistol. "lf you so much as wink, I'll bore you
full of holes-savey, you scoundrel?"
CHAPTER

XX.
Pete Saves the Baggage.
Whether othe1·s than those present were near,
Brankston did not know, nor did Miss Knox just
then care.
·
'
She was trying to loose Pete from his bonds.
'A s soon as he saw who it was bending over him
he gasped, then spoke up.
. _
.
"Please Mistis, ef you feels m my weskit
pocket deys a knife dar. Ef you'll loose up my
hands,' I'll do de rest, mistis."
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And this he did, after Mary had done as he
desired.
Meantime Ball, whose knees began to shake,
for he was not brave, as is often the case with
bullies-began to back off, and in so doing, solved
one problem which Fred felt confronting him.
Ball's heels tripping against · a tree root, he
feU heavily. on his back. H~s head struck another root, and he lay there stunned for a mo•
ment or two, ejaculating, as he wen t doV\Wl :
"Wha-wha- what's t his-" Then he hit the
earth with a bump. ·
.
"Now, Pete," said Fred, jumping for the fallen
man. "Watch out and see if there are more ot
· them--d'ye heai· ?"
.
"Bless grashus-dey ain't no more, suh! Dish
yere one was mo'n enuff for Pete, ef you alls
hadn't run in. "
And the darky turned in and assisted 'Fred
to tie the mountaineer hand and foot. Even Mary
Knox assisted, thereby shocking Pete's senl?e of
the social proprieties.
·
"Now, n ow, Miss Mary; what fer yeh g-oin' ter
lower yerself by layin' yo' ban's on dat dirty, l ow
dovvn white trash fer?"
"I must, Pete----l! simply must work off my feelings somehow. For the last day or two, things
have taken such a whirl, carrying me along with
them, that I will not rest until I have done some
one thing, out of my head."
Fred smiled, for he imagined that he rather
knew how the poor girl felt after all the hw·lyburly anxieties which had befallen them since
loosing themselves among this strange, vindictive and lawless people.
When Ball came to himself, his small eyes
looked from Fred to the girl, and from them t o
the old negro serving man, and all at once he
let out a whoop.
"Well!'' said Brankston. "If I did not forget
to gag the fool. But that's soon remedied."
With that he p'roceeded to do this to the Turley man, with the latter's own big cotton neckerchief. Before he was made speechless, Ball managed to say:
"Yore one of that Callahan gang that took
some of our men down to Jefferson fer moonshinin'. I knows ye. Turn me loose, and I'll
show yer a lot more stills up yere. And thar's
a blind tiger on our county line, so's the office(s
of one county can't git 'em when they runs across
to the other one-see? Oh, I knows a lot. , I
wasn't really goin' ter hurt that nigger, and I
don't want ye to send me to jail, fer I can tell
ye more about wild-cattin' up in Mingo and
Breather Counties than ary other ten men ye'l1
n1eet."
Brankston, disgusted, concluded that 'Ball
thought him to be in the revenue service and
wished to curry favor after the manner· df his
kind, when threatened with trouble themselves.
"You are all off, Mr. Ball. But I am tying and
gagging you so you cannot bring your f:t:iends
here before we can get back among our side.
"I fancy that Dick CaHahan may have a crow
to pick with you; not for making illicit liquor, but
for using foul tactics, where Malvina 'T urley ia
concerned."
(To Be Continued)
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GOOD READING
WHY THE BUFFALO WALLOW
The water buffalo of China, writes C. 0. Levine associate p11ofessor of animal husbandry,
Canton Christian College, in the Journal of He~·edity (Washington), has few sweat glands m
its skin, and for this reason cann~t endure ha_rd
work in the sun for a long penod, unless its
bodv is wet with water. This accounts for the
desire of the buffalo to wallow in mud or water
The animals are easily ove1·come_ by heat if
worked hard in the sun. and sometimes they go
crazy and become very dange1·ous.
BOY KILLS BABY
Supposedly in revenge for having been rebuked
by Mr. and Mrs. Oliver Gemmel of West Bradford, Pa., Leo Kelly, sixteen, took Ruby Ge_mmel,
ten months old, from her crib and: according _to
the police plunged the blade of his pocketkmfe
into her throat. The baby died before the arrival
of a physician. The boy is held on a charge of
mm·der.
Kelly is an adopted $?n of James Gemmel of
this city a brother of Oliver Gemmel. He escaped
a'week ~go from the State Institut~on for Fee~le
Minded in Polk an~ returned to his horn: here.
Last night he is said to have taken a. ho1 se and
buggy from 9liver Gemmel's. stable w1t~out ge~ting permiss:k>n. He was t'.1ken to task for this
to-day. Following the repnmand he entered the
house and a few minutes_ later Mr. and Mrs.
Gemmel found the baby dymg.
ANIMALS THAT USE OTHERS AS WEAPONS
OR TOOLS
There is a species of crab_, indigenous to the
Island of Mauritius that habitually holds a seaanemone in each claw, using ~hem pr~sumably as,
weapons of defence-one ammal usmg another
as a utensil! There are, h?wever, so~ewhat
"milar instances quite as curious. One 1s that
~} an ant of the East Indies that builds slielt~rs
of leaves whose edges a1·e fastened together with
silk fibres.
The origin of· this silk had lo_ng. puzzled entomologists. The ant has no spmnmg glands of
any kind at adult age. Holland, of ~al~ngoda,
Ceylon, venfymg old
d Green Of Parodeniya,
·
'
an
n ia,h a:7e
mI d
_e "
mad
observations
and incomplete
proved that the working ants, m order to spm
the thread that fastens the edge~ of the leai.:es,
make use of the larvae. of. their o~ species,
which they hold in the_1r J~ws, movmg them
about with skill in all directions and afterward
returning them to the nest when they have finished with them.
Chun has shown, in a study of ~he anatomy of
these larvae, that th~y possess spmner~ts of unusual size after servmg the adults as distaffs, so
to speak. They use these organs to spin the co· t·met s,
. d ms
.
coon.
The origin of - such differentiate
those
closely
so
whose manifestations resemble
of intelligence, is one of the difficult problems
of zoological psychology. r

BAN ON REFILLING· CIGAF. BOXES
More than 140,000,000 cigar boxe<, are destroyed in the United States every year. These
cedar cigar containers now cost from twentyseven to thirty cents .apiece. If all cigars were
packed fifty to the box (and th ey're not) the
cigar manufacturers of this country afone would
be spending $35,000,000 a year for receptacles,
but as nearly one-half of cigar production goes
into fortieths, or in boxes of tweny-five, the
cigar manufacturers are spending a great deal
more than $35,000 000; a conservative estimate
is $55,000,000. Thirteen years ago cedar boxes
cost from ten to eleven and a half cents.
Every cigar box which has contained cigars
is immediately smashed after being emptied, by
the retailer, to comply with the rules and regulations of the Department of Internal Revenue of
the United States. Meantime, millions upon milHons of cigars are lying- loose on the shelves of
manufacturers of them because of an acute scarcity of cigar boxes.
If only half of the total amount of cigar boxes
could be used over a1ain, not indefinitely but only
for the second packrng, the innovation would entirely correct the shortage in cigar boxes and
thus an actual saving of $17,000,000 per annum
would accrue to the cigar manufacturers, who
could reduce the prices of their cigars somewhat.
Many more than one-half of the cigar boxes
destroyed a1·e in perfect condition and could be
reclaimed not only for one 1:efilling but for several. It is not so much the great monetary
saving, though; it is the desire to get a sufficient
number of boxes so that cigar d'stribution may
not be longer arrested because of the box shortage.
The object of the Government in requiring that
140,000,000 cigar boxes be junked every year is
not one of wanton waste. In p1escribing that
cigars shall be packed in boxes never having been
used before for that purpose, the Government's
object" is to minimize the temptation to reuse
the internal revenue stamp.
In other words, the Government, after exacting
a tribute of $50,000,000 a year from the tobacco
trade, in the form of internal revenue taxatio-:;i.,
compels the cigar manufacturers to dump more
than $35,000,000 of their personal property into
the junk pile, for the sole purpose of making it
easier for the Government to col '.ect its $50,000,000 in taxes.
But the solution of the box supply question
may be not far off. Recently perfected mechanical devices will doubtless make it possible for
every cigar manufacturer to be his own boxmaker. A number of New York cigar manufacturers have already placed orders for these
machines.
Definite action _by ciga1· manufacturers in connection with the increa~ng cost of cigar boxes
will be taken at the annual convention of the
Tobacco Merchants' Association of America, to
open at Washington, D. C.
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THE PAWNEE MASSACRE
By HORACE APPLETON.

--

Our party, composed of eight persons, w_as
bound for the land of the buffalo and the wild
horse.
After many days of weary travel along the
burning sands of the Republican River, we ha~ted
at the mouth of Massacre Canyon, and went mto
camp.
Captain Baker, our guide, was an old hunter,
perfectly familiar with the great range, noted
not only as a hunter of game, but of men also
-of the outlaws, robbers, and desperadoes who
infest the· hills and prairies of the West.
The captain was a jolly, good-hearted fellow,
and told a story in an original vein of humor that
had to be heard to be fully appreciated; and as he
had met with an adv.enture at the great Indian
massacre that made the canyon famous, we listened to the story of that event.
Thirteen years ago (he began) the Pawnee Indians-seven hundred, all told-men, women, and
children---..come down from the north and camped
in t he west fork of this canyon, some five miles
from here.
They came to hunt buffalo-to lay in their
winter supply of meat.
About the time the Pawnees cast anchor there,
me and a young hunter named Ben Zant, were
in the same district hunting bisons, too, and as
soon as Ben heard the Pawnees were camped
in the canyon, nothing would do him but we must
visit them.
I kicked back, but Ben pulled forward.
I just concluded that I weren't done with these
raven locks, but Ben assured me he had a passport to the Pawnee camp, and that he would run
me in on his frank
I asked him how he had come by such privileges, and he showed me a. little charm made of
bone, with some figures o~ 1t.
.
.
.
He said the Pawnee chief had given 1t to him
by request of his-the chief's-daughter, Prairie
Rose.
Then it all became clear to me.
Ben was in love with that Pawnee girl, and I
saw all creation couldn't hold him back, so I told
him to go in and see his red darling, and I'd wait
for liim over at the head of another canyon.
So away he went, and I went back to wait for
his coming.
Night settled down over the prairie.
The sky was clear and the stars shone bright.
The moon would not rise until nearly morning.
F1·om the Indian camp came the songs of warriors and the laugh of papooses, and the bark
of d~ gs, while up along the edge of the canyon
some four million coyotes had assembled, and
set up a howling that knocked the rocks off of
pandemonium.
They kept it up till after midnight, then all became quiet.
Still I could not rest.
I had a presentiment of danger.

It was in the air; but the night pulled slowly
along.
It was just growing a little light in the east,
where the lazy old moon was poking up, when I
heard a faint sound like soft-treading feet.
I listened, and found the sound was up above
me on the prairie.
I crept up a pocket of the canyon and peeped
over, and I beheld a thousand shadowy forms
stealing along towards the Pawnee camp.
I waited and watched.
The moon came up and, before the last of the
band of shadows had passed, I recognized them
as Sioux warriors in war-paint.
In an instant the truth flashed through my
brain.
Those red fiends were going down to butcher
the Pawnees, their old hated enemy.
My first thoughts were of Ben Zant, and whirling, I darted down the canyon like an antelope,
determined to get in ahead of the Sioux and
warn the Pawnees of their danger, and thereby
save Ben.
As I had to keep the shadows of the canyon, I
had a long way to travel, and I was almost to
the Pawnee camp when I heard the Pawnee
sentinels giving cries of danger.
I stopped to listen.
Just then it seemed to me as though Hades had
let loose all her fiends armed with breech-loading
guns.
A yell burst from the throats of a thousand
bloodthirsty Sioux, and a broad sheet of sulphurous flame shot down from the top of that canyon,
a mile in length.
The Pawnees were surprised, but they rallied
bravely in defense of their women and children,
and soon sheets of flame shot upwards to meet
those poured down upon them.
The smoke of battle rose quickly and hovered
just above the gorge.
The moon shining upon this cloud of smokeinto the gorge upon the distracted Pawnee camp
and the fiendish forms on the bluffs-presented
one of 't he most awful scenes I ever gazed upon.
The whole Pawnee camp was soon surrounded,
and the first thing I knew I was inside of the
ring of death.
Where Ben was I knew not.
I crawled up the side of- the canyon, and inserted myself in a narrow rift or wash-out where
I could watch the battle.
I hadn't been there long when some warriors
passing above me started an avalanche of dirt
down over me, completely burying me under it·
but _a few scientific movements, such as a ~
will make when he feels he's smothering to death
brought air and light to me.
'
Nothing, however, but my face was uncovered,
and as a number of Sioux were near me, I concluded it would be to my interest to keep under
cover, and so I kept.
The battle was still waging, and from the way
the Sioux were advancing up the canyon, I felt
certain it was going hard with,. the Pawnees, and
unless Ben had got out of there bsi:!ore the battle
begun, he'd have a tough time of it if caught in
the Pawnee camp.
It wasn't long till daylight came, and when the
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sun rose it shone upon the most horrible spectacle
I ever beheld.
Half of the Pawnees were lying dead in the
canyon-me n, women, and children lay evel'ywhere.
.
The remaining Pawnee warriors .:were still
fighting bravely• against odds.
Women and children were huddled together
here and there in the pockets of the canyon.
I kept a lookout for Ben, and presen~ly I saw
an Indian girl, upon whose arms and !n whose
hair bright jewels flashed, come running from
the cente1· of the canyon, with a gourd cup in her
hand.
It was filled with water, for in her hurry I saw
some of the liquid slop out.
The girl seemed to beat a charmed life, for a
dozen bullets struck the earth around her.
To me she appeared a lovely Indian girl, and
I knew at once she was Prairie Rose, the sunflower of Ben ZaRt's affection.
She ran across the grassy plauteau and entered
a pocket in the hillside, where under a shelving
rock I saw the form of a person lying.
It required no second glance to tell me that
person was my young friend, Zan~,. and my first
impulse was to bulge out of my h1dmg-plac e and
go to his assistance, for I knew he was wounded.
But before I could act a frightful yell rose on
the air and then from the summit of the bluffs
a thou~and triumphan t Sioux came like an avalanche down into the canyon.
I knew that all was over-that the Sioux had
won.
I saw Ben Zant crawl out from under the ledge
and gaze up at the valley.
A shattered arm hung at his side.
It required but a few brief momen~s for the
revengeful Sioux to dash out the brains of the
Pawnee women and children-a ye, to butcher
every Pawnee in sight.
.
Then they began to search for those hidden
away in the pockets of the canyons_. .
Their eyes fell upon Ben and Pra1ne Rose, and
they started towards them.
She turned-rai sed aloft her gleaming hatchet,
and buried it to the heft in the brain of Ben
·Zant.
Then, with a wild heartrendin g scream, she fled
down the canyon, pursued by a dozen great fiendish Sioux, all frantic for her scalp.
I ne~er saw the poor thing again, and there is
no question in my mind but that she met her fate
there with her friends.
The hatchet of the princess no doubt saved
Ben Zant from the pain and suffering of savage
torture.
He sank to the earth, and scarcely moved after
the deadly weapon fell, and when I saw a Sioux
warrior come along and stoop and tear the scalp
from the boy's head, I could scarcely hold in
longer.
I never suffered so in all my life.
But I knew that to expose my presence would
be instant death, and so I kept quiet u~til I was
bled to leave under the shadows of mght.
Of all that band of Pawnees not a doz~n escaped alive. . The massacre has no equa~ m the
annals of the West for coldblooded fiendishnes s;
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and, what makes it look worse, the Sioux were
led by a white man name d Dashing Cha1·ley, one
whom some have extolled as a dashing hero, but
whom I r egard a coward ly brute and mul'dcrer.
The Sic:.ix left the bodies of their enemies to
rot and bleachcn in the sun where they had
fall en, ancl to this clay the canyon is gha;,tly with
the honible relics of th at massacre.

..

-·- ·----

HIDES FOR TWO YEARS IN CAVE
Stories of how a deserter from the Union
Army duri11g the Civil Wa1· had been brought to
bay in a nearby village by a Unit ed States marshal and shot, brought visions of a similar fate
to Carl Amerine of Chillicothe, 0., and impelled
him to hide in the hill!- fo, alm,st t wo years.
Amerine, drafted into the army, left a wife
and two-year--old child 2.t home in the hills. He
could neither read nor write and the largest village visited in his twenty-fou r years had numbered less t"han a thousand people. The bustling
thousands ·at the camp, military restraint and
customs weighed heavily on him and an :mpelling
desire to see his wife and baby boy led him to
quit camp to see them without obtaining permission.
.
At home, his father, a veteran of the Civil
War, told him he was a deserter. Visions of the
firing squad flashed through his mind. Kissing
!}is wife an·d baby good-bye, he took to the hills.
There he found a c2.ve in which he spent most
of the time, venturing forth only at night and
at a time in the day when there was little chance
of being seen. His fare was the scanty food that
his wife could get to him, herbs and wild berries
that he gathered and such wild game as he could
catch. The cave in which he lived was large
enough for one person only and could have been
defended against an enemy. So closely did he
watch all approaches to his hiding place that until a few days ago he had been seen by no one
except his wife and a brother-in- law.
Military authorities had abandoned the search
for Amerine. Three weeks ago an attorney
friend of the family became interested a.nd implored the wife to have her husband return and
give himself up. She steadfastly held that her
husband would be shot if captured and refused to
have him return.
On May 7 Clarence Stone, of Adelpha, managed
to get word to the youth that his was not a case
for a firing squad. Last Monday night Amerine
visited Stone's home, where they went over the
situation. He ag1·eed to give himself up.
Early Thursday morning the fugitive again
went to Stone's home. His wife brought his uniform, which she had preserved for him and had
pressed for the occasion. With Stone and an attorney Amerine went to Camp Sherman and surrendered to the adjutant. He made no comment
except to .express himself as being well pleased
that "it is all over."
He-Darlin g, what do you suppose I have done
to-day? She-I couldn't guess in a hundred
years. "I have had my life insured." "That's
just like you, John Mann. All you seem to think
of is yourself."
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ing an okapi and in collecting four of these
strange animals. The Bambuti dwarfs among
whom he lived, enabled him to penetrat~ to the
okapi's haunts. But it is his discovery of the
"invisible people" that has attracted the most
notice. He found them in the Ituri forest. They
are very shy and quite naked. By means of dull
red lines painted in various directions across
their bodies they make themselves invisible.
They ~rgani~e great drives in the forest, using
nets w1tl:1 which ~~ catch the animals. Dr. Christy
began his expedition at Boma in 1912. His European assistants fell sick and only natives accompanied him. When he learned of the war
he decided to return home by way of the Nile.

166 West 23d St., New York

ITEMS OF INTEREST
TWO EAGLES CAPTURED
A pair of immense gray eagles, the largest
birds which have been seen in that part of the
country for many years, were captured alive recently by J. H. Simpson and F. M. Butler on their
place near Saltfork, Okla. The male, it is estimated, will measure nearly eight feet from tip
to tip. Its huge talons are as sharp as an arrow
and its strong, hook-like bill would make short
work of a young calf, colt, pig or Iamb. It is
said that this species of eagle is almost extinct,
and the breed has been known to attack children
and evGn to offer battle to men when thoroughly
aroused. Mr. Butler will endeavor to keep the
eagles alive.
WIND MILLS DOING THEIR BIT
The windmills of Cape Cod are coming into
their own again. Some of the mills, which
closely resemble those of Holland, were built
more than 150 years ago. At that time they
were used to grind grain, and it is the high price
of grain that brings them to a new life.
In the early 70s the mills did their duty in
pumping salt water from the sea up into large
vats, where the salt was scraped from the boards
after the water evaporated. Not long after, a
new process of making salt was discovered and
the salt industry of Cape Cod declined.
Some of the mills were demolished. Some were
left standing and within recent years many have
been purchased by summer residents to serve as
ornaments on country estates. A few that have
survived the severe Cape Cod easterly storms
are awakening from their half century sleep and
will grind meal for farmers.
FOUND A STRANGE TRIBE
The existence in Africa of a hitherto unknown
tribe, the members of which paint their bodies in
such a manner as to make themselves practically
invisible to the animals they hunt, is vouched for
by Dr. Cuthbert Christy, a well-known English
traveler, who has returned after spending three
years in the Congo on a scientific expedition for
the Belgian Government. Dr. Christy spent eighteen months in a part of the Ituri forest, previously almost unknown. He succeeded in shoot-

LAUGHS
"Here, waiter, there's a fly in my soup."
"Serves the brute right. He's been buzzin' round
here all the mornin'."
"Say," remarked the village lawyer, as he entered the general store. "I want a ribbon for my
typewriter." "All right, sir," responded the new
clerk. "Do you want one for her, or for it?"
Boarder (warmly)-Oh, I know every one of
the tricks of your trade. Do you think I have
lived in boarding houses twenty years for nothing? Landlady (frigidly)-! shouldn't be at all
surprised.
Rev. Goodman-Mr. Slick, our Sunday-school
superintendent, is a tried and trusted emplovee
of yours, is he not? Banker-He was trusted,
and he'll be tried if we're only fortunate enough
to catch him.
"Dear me," said Mr. Meek; "it seems ~o absurd for men to be constantly talking about their
wives having the last word. As for me, I never
object to my wife having the last word." "You
don't?" "Not a bit. I always feel thankful
when she gets to it."
"Now that we're engaged," she said, "of course
I can't call you Mr. Parkinson; and even Sebastian seems too long and formal. Haven't you
any short pet name?" "Well," xeplied the happy
Parkinson, "the fellows at college used to-ercall me 'Pie-Face.'"
"Auntie," said the judge to the battered lady
of color, "did your husband strike you with
malice i;iforethought ?" "'Deed he didn't," was
the indignant reply, "he didn't hit me wid that
mallet afore he thought; he'd been figgerin' on
dat er long time, jedge, 'deed he had.''
"I'd like to have your che·c k for that little midnight supper I served you at your house last"
month," said the caterer. "You'll have to wait
until I get the doctor's bill for curin'! me of indigestion," replied ,the victim. "That comes off
your bill."
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A FEW GOOD ITEMS
LOCKED DAYS IN REFRIGERATOR
Imprisoned in a refrigerator car packed ~ith
ice, with nothing to eat except the small part1cl~s
of ice that he chopped from the cakes, Band1l
ohan, of Cumberland, Md., subsisted for five
ays before he was released. Johan was without
unds-and when he could not find a place to sleep
ere he went to the freight yards and crawled
· to the car. The door was closed during the
night.

HE KILLED THREE BEARS
Ebenezer Ram sey, 82 years old, killed three
bears near his home in Lon Valley, on the line
between El Dorado and Placer Counties, Cal., a
few days ago, but escaped possible death from
one of them by the interference of his dog:.
amsey's dog treed a large bear and her · two
cubs, and Ramsey, with an ancient single shot
'fie, went to investigate. Seeing the bears, he
hot at all three, but the mother bear was not
illed and on falling to the ground she took after
amsey before he could 1·eload his rifle. His
og, however, pounced upon the infuriated anial and kept it busy until Ramsey secured an
e with which he killed the brute. He sa ys it
as the most exciting hunt he ever had.

A SOLDIER'S CHANCES
Great as the danger and large as the losses in
the aggregate, the individual soldier has plenty
bf chances of coming out of war unscathed, or at
east not badly injured. •
Based on the mortality statistics of the allied
rmies, a soldier's chances are as follow s:
Twenty-nine chances of coming home to one
hance of being killed.
Forty-nine chances of recovering from wounds
one chance of dying from them.
One chance in 500 of losing a limb.
Will° live five years longer because of physical
alning, is freer from disease in the Army than
n civil life, and has better medical care at the
front than at home.
In other wars from ten to fifteen men died
rom disease to one from bullets; in this war one
man died from disease to every ten from bullet s.
For those of our fighting men who did not escape scatheless, the Government under the soldier and sailor insurance law gives protection to
the wounded and their dependents and to the
families and dependents of those who made the
supreme sacrifice for their country.

A FREAK BANKNOTE
Very few mistakes escape the vigilance of the
United States in the Bureau of Engraving and
Printing. One notable exception, however, was a
banknote with a $50 value on one side and a $100
value on the other.
The note was discovered by a clerk in a WestPl'n hotel, who, in making up his accounts for the
day, found it impossible to get them to balance.
In counting t he bill s whi ch h e had on hand from

left to right, laying them face down as he did so,
his accounts balanced exactly, but when he reversed the ,_process and counted from right to
left, laying the bills down on the other side, he
was $50 short. After vainly counting over and
over, in despair, he called in the manager, who
had no better success. At last they examined
each ·Mn carefully on both sides, and the cause of
.
the trouble was discovered.
It was found on communicating with Washington that record was held there of the bill and the
department was anxious to r ecall it. With another bill it had been printed for a bank in Kansas, and the mistake had been made in some
way by a printer who had turned the sheet upside down in printing the reverse side. The first
plate bore the obverse of a $50 bill at the top
and of a $100 bill at the bottom, while the other
plate held the reverse of both notes. By turning
the sheet around fo1· the re\rerse printing the
$50 impression had been made on the back of the
$100 bill and the $100 impression on the back of
the $50 bill.
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CORN
GROWING ON ROOF

For se v er a 1
weeks farmers on
the Lane Road
observed a green
substance on tlie
roof of an -abandoRed house on
the Le Gale farm,
Gaffney F a 11 s ,
N. Y.
T h ey
watched it grow
until it attained
a height of five
feet. The men r eported tlie phenomenon but were
laughed at.
Jabez Montow,
who watched the
green substance
for f o u r weeks,
came here and invited the Village
President, H. E.
Shotts, and two
others to accompany him to the
house for an investigation.
The men accepted the invitation. A ladder
was secured from
the engine house,
placed in an automobile truck and
the men went to
the house. There
they found two
stalks of corn six
feet in length,
with two large
and well formed
ears of corn on
each stalk protruding from the
roof. The m e n
entered the garret of the house
and found the hill
of corn in a mass
of soot and dirt,
an accumulation
of years.
The
st a 1 ks
were
removed
and brought to
town.
T hey
met>sured n i n e
~<1-l"t
in length,
two feet being
beneath the roof.
The men each
took an ear of
corn, wl>ich is of
the red variety,
for seed next season.
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Comfortably.
Would you like to reduce your weight
ten to sixty pounds in a simple, safe,
comfortable way?
Do you want to become healthier, to
look younger, to be sprightly, to possess
a good figure without wrinkles or flabbiness?
Then stop harmful drugging; do not
follow any starvation plan or tedious
exercising, but adopt the delightful
home method.
Stand by your window or in t he open
air each morning and evening, taking
ten long, deep breaths. Inhale through
the nose with the mouth closed; exhale
with the mouth open. Take oil of korein
four times daily and follow the other
simple directions that come with it.
You will posit£vely reduce your
weight, or you will receive a forfeiture
in cash. Go to the drug store and get
some oil of korein to-day, or write
Korein Company, NC-103, Station F ,
New York, N. Y., for free book "Reduce Weight Happily." The guarantee
is absolute.

T
OBACt0
Or SNUFF
HABIT

cured or No PAY

No .matter whether usccl in pipe, ci;::nr<'lte,
cigars, chewed, or used in tlle form or snuff.
Super ba Tobacco Remedy contains uothln~
Injurious, no dope, poi sons, or habit formIng drugs. GuarunteNl. Sent on trial. If
It cures costs you one dollar. If it fails, or
I! you arc not perfectly saHsfied, costs you
nothing. "\Yrite for full remedy todny.
BUPERDA COMPANY, :1121

Dallimorc, Jlltl.

THINGS OF
INTEREST
A whale can remain under water
for an hour and
a...half.
The Lapp frequently sleeps upon ' the mountain
plateau with no
o t h e r covering
than the snow 1
and the clothes he
1
wears.

ht
Solld c:i'd

J :nd Cold

Send Your Name and We'll
Send You a Lachnite

In the earliest
Colonial days in
America, musketballs passed for
change, and were
legal tender for
sum s under a
shilling.
The South Sea
I slanders have a
curious method of
salutation, which
is to fling a jar
of water over the
head of a friend.

Have fun and healthful exercise

with a bicycle! Own the Black
Beauty, the flne.c;t blke 1D the
wo.rld I !\o waltin i:: ! Just send
for catalog, select your model,
and we'll ship att once. Pay a
small deposit, then Sl a weelt
{or $5 a, month ). Direct to )'OU

at Facto ry Price.

$1

A

WEEK

Pays for the

It is the privilege of the grandeees of Spain to
stand in the presence of their sovereign with their
hats on.
Flames
and
currents of very
hot air are good
conductors
of
electricity.
An
electrified body,
placed near to
flame, soon loses
its charge.

Blaclt Beaut:,,

18 Excluslte1 t1!!c~·0~~X
Features mv;;~~.~0~~01tti:
Non·Sk1d Tires; New

Departure
Coaster nuke ; motorcycle 11ddlc , vcdals and bandh1bars:
chrome steeJ ball bearlnp, etc.

FA E

£!R epa ir Kit, T oot
- - - - - Case an d Stan d.

Five yr. ~a.rantee, amt six mos.

Insurance on the wheel.

Tbe

Black Beauty bas sporty llnes,
m u veJous steel cons·truction,
dazz!ln~ fini,h.
Write to -d ay
for Cata log.

~ t~~~{1~-~~~:;~~;;:

Tires. lamps, horns, rims, etc.
Send for Free SundrlH Cataloc.
HAVER-FOR D CYC L E CO.
Dept. 526
P HI LADEL P HI A

CET O N TH E
VAUDEVI LLE

Light acts upon the brain, and
those who sleep
with their blinds
up find that, in
summer t i m e ,
when so few
hours' are really
dark, their sleep
is not refreshing.

STACE
-

J::_n k~ ~~i':!c:~~n:e'!:~&~,!~3td fj:a~:
nie:a~~a'r"':;.:~~:~oneo:,,,or::;~~~r 'Rr~
0

LY:-~~r::,i~·. ~h~it~t"v-:~:"1B~~¥itxif:

Sond S centa poatat'e and a.tat.a ace &nd occupation.

FREDERIC LADELLE,Sta.214 ,JACY.SDN. MICH.
BLANK CARTRIDGE
PISTOL pf:p".';d Only

$1

7 inchee Joni', real revolver style.
For protection and eport, every man, woman and boJ'
should have one. Order at once. Get. an American Baa- FREE. Money re f u.nded It desired.
F.w. LEWIS CO., 1402 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

The mole is not
blind, as many
fl:IEE"RESOLUTE"
persons suppose.
~
RA CING
a rca1 boat for r ed-blooded boys and •irta.
Its eyes a1·e .hard- AHere's
wondoriu l littlo racln• yach t modeled aod
afterthefamout1 ~updofendcr, ' 'Resoly larger than a named
lute.,., Thia la B fu ll yachl•rl,ra-ed boat w
pin-head, and are L°!:t:!a.1a~:cF;~c~~~~ba.:d.•c~~~g:~:·ith
Sei l apread 20 Inches, deck 14 la.
carefully protect- ovar.
Can oatdiatsnce aov bc-atof IUtelze.
coled from dust and Beaatifolll fialabed in brilli11nt
B~· rf:!ua:h~1~e~;c0J!1."jl:~• ach. No - ,__
dirt by means of j tro~le
to aoll. Order today. Sen~ no money,
ntNGO CO. Dept, 893
BINGHAMTON, N. Y.
enclosing hairs.

F

cm

.,-

./

]'

Gained 25 Lbs.

•

ID

2 Months

SINCE QUITTIING

TOBACCO HABIT

HJALMAR NELSON (address on application), whose photo appears at the
left, learned of my book and other information being given FREE, explaini111
how Tob.acco Habi! can be .conquered by oneself, saf~ly, speedily and completely.
He obtamed the mformation and reported a gain of 25 pounds, as well aa

VICTORY IN THREE DAYS

OVER SLAVERY TO
TOBACCO HABIT

HERE are more letters-voluntary testimonials. Though they are a small fractian of the thousands and
thousands that can be produced, they are sufficient to show you what may be expecte-d after the
TOBACCO HABIT is overcome within 72 hours by the simple Woods Method. READ THESE!
"May God bless you. I am feeling finer every day.
"While addicted' to the tobacco habit every muscle
of my life-not like the same person. My appetite Is
and joint ached, and I had almost given up business.
better, and my stomach is all right. I can hold out In
I was poor In health , weighing about 130 pounds. Now
walking better, my voice is better and my heart Is
I am well, weigh 165 pounds, and can work every day.
stronger.''-Mrs. Mattie E. Stevenson. (Ful! address
l have never wan·ted to chew or smoke since following
on application.)
the Woods method.''-A. F. Shelton. (Full address on
application.)
"Have used tobacco in all forms (mostly c~1ewi~)
"I have no craving for tobacco; this I consider wonfor 15 years, using about a plug of tobacco a day. I
derful after having used a pipe for 35 years. I h ave
began following your Method on a Friday noon and
gained 12 pounds in two months, which Is very good
after that day the cravin.g for tobacco was gone. I am
at the age of 59 years, To say that the benefits far
always ready to praise you and the good work you are
exceed my expectations is putting it mildly. Anyone
doing. I can a lso say that I have gained nine pounds
In doubt can refer to me.''-John Brodie. (Full address
in seven weeks, an_d feel like a new man."-Robert
on application.)
S. Brown. (Full address on applicatlon.)
"I had weighed as low as 128 pounds, never got over
"My husband hasn't smoked a single cigarette, and
Now I weigh ·156 pounds.
13!; while I used tobacco.
has no desire to smoke since following your method of
· Eyeryo.ne wants to . know why I got so fleshy; I tell
quitting. He looks like a new man-the best I eve
them to follow Edward J. Woods' method for overcomsaw him. He gained seventeen pounds, and is feeli
Ing tobacco an,d find out."-W. S. Morgan. (Full adfine. " -C. C. Rogers. (Full address on application.)
dress on application.)

QUIT TOBACCO EASILY NOW!
STOP RUINING
YOUR LIFE

t Why continue to commit slow suicide, when you can live a r eally contented
life, if you only get your body aud nerves righH lt is unsafe and torturing to
attempt to rid oneself'of tobacco by suddenly stopping with'' will power' '-don't do it.
The correct way is to eliminate nicotine poison from the system aud genuinely overcome the craving.
T-0bacco is poisonous and seriously injures the health in several ways, causing such disorders as nervous
dyspepsia, sleeplessness, gas belching, gnawing or other uncomfortable
1,cr-:r,,--__.,
· .,. ,,~i~~\\1\!V(( -::::2-,
sensation in. stomach, cousti]?ation, headache, weak eyes,. l?ss of vig·?r! r ed
~~
·- "'-.\. '
spots on skm, throat Hritat1on, catanh, asthma, brouch1t1s, heart failure,
,,\
~
melancholy, l~rng trnuble, impure (poisoned) .blood, heartburn, ~o:rpid liver
,'I'
loss of appet1ie, bau teeth, foul breath, lass1tudc, laek of ambition, weak,
'
~
ening and falling out of ],air and many other disorders.
Overcome that peculiar nervousness and craving for cigarettes, cigars,
pipe, chewing tobacco or snuff.
Here is an opportunity to receive FREE a
reliable treatise on the subject, containing inter·
esting and valuable information that you should
be glad to have. This book tells . all about the
renowned Three Days' Method by which Mr. Nelson,
and thousands and thousands of others, saved themselve s from the lifewrecking tobacco habit. The book on tobacco and snuff habit will be
mailed PREE TO YOU in plain wrapper, postpaid. All you need do is
merely REQUEST IT
----- I
-----·----- -- by using this coupon
"I sleep well and have no more
Edward J. Woods, Station F, New York, N. Y.: , or writing ii, letter or restless
or nervous feeling. I aa
Mall me, FREE, your Book on How to Conquer :
seventy·cight years of age,
past
, postcard to the ad· and feel
Toba<:co Habit In Three Days.
fine since adopting !ht
I
dress below:
Woods .Method."-Jobn P.- Monter,
I
I
Name ......................... · .............. , ........................_ _ __
I

1=,

-

b

.

,

Address ....................... ' ................. · ......................' : .-................ ·.
TA-103 ............. . .................................... ·- ··- - - .

/
I,

.

I
I

I
I
I

!
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EDWARD J. WOODS .
TA-103, Station F, New York, N. Y.

SHANGHAI'S
BAMBOO
ORGAN

After 50 years
d service t h e
bamboo organ in
the Church of St.
Francis Xavier,
Tungkadoo ,
Shanghai, is still
in fairly g o o d
condition. I t i s
stated that there
is one other bamboo organ in the
Orient, but it is
not possible at
this time to secure definite information relative
to i t s whereabouts or condition. As m e t a I
pipes are to replace the bamboo
in the Shanghai
organ, the noted
will
instrument
lose much of its
public interest.
In a recent issue of the North
China Daily News
of Shanghai, the
followinR" c o m ment appears regarding the tone
of the historic
bamboo organ:
"It would be
better if it were
in
completely
tune, for a long
wave beat, similar to the short
one which gives
beauty to t h e
vox
tremulous
betrays
colestis
the fact that it is
not. Possibly it
never was-, for
bamboo does
not suit for organ
building. Despite
this, however, the
tone is sweet, if
somewhat 'wood]y,' and the whole
instrumen t
volumes
speaks
for the skill of
those men who,
using only materials immediately
at hand, w e re
able to devise an
organ pleasing to
the ear and able
to defy the severest test-that of
time.'1-

BRIITAIN'S BALD HEAD
INDIANS' MYSTERIOUS HAIR GROWER

HAIR GROWN ON MR.

My head at the top and back was absolutely- bald. The 1ealp was
ehin1. An expert aaid that he thought the h&ir roots were extinct, and
1here was no hope of my ever having a new hair growth.
Yet now, at an age over 66, I have a luxurlr.n\ growth of 10ft, atrong,
lustrous hair I No trace of baldneaa. The~ picture• shown here are
from my- photographs.

INDIANS' SECRET OF HAIR GROWTH
At a time when I had become discouraged a, trying
-.arious hair lotion.1, tonics, apecialiats' treatments, etc.,
I came acroaa, in my travels, a Cherokee Indian
• •medicine man'' wbo had an elixir that he aaseTerated
would grow my hair. Although I had but li.ttlo faith,
I gave it a trial. To my amazement a light f.uzz 100n From r,c,"f photo. I
appeared. It developed, day- b¥ day-, into a lle&lthy- growth, and er&. long
I
my hair was as prolific as in my youthful days.
That I was astonished 11nd happy is ,xpressing my stat, of mind mildly.

Obviously, the hair roots had not been dead, but were dormant in the
11calp, awaiting the ferti1izing potenc1 of the mysterioua pomade.
I Begot!ated for and came mto posseosion of tho principle for prepal'lng
this· mysterious elixir, now called Kofal.ko, and later had the recipe pul into
practical form by· a chemiat.
been amply proved. Many
my own hair growth was Jlermanen\
Photo when llald. menThat
and women, also children, have reporlod a&tiafactory results from Kotalko,

h••

How YOU May Grow YOUR Hair

Po,. women's haif',

My- honest belief is that hair roots rarely die ..-en wh~n the hair
falls out throurh dandruff, fever, excessive dryneos or other di•·
orders. I have been told by expert• that oflen
when hair tails out the roots become ·
b
within the scalp, cover
the1 remain for a tim
a bottle, which will
Shampoos (which oo
Jotiona which contain
the hair, as they dr!
Xotalko contains tho
which give new Titalit
'l'o prove t1'e GE
will 1end the recipe
will mail a testin!l:
silver or etamps,
You want to •to
epot with healthy
once or twice daily-

I

;JOHN HART BRIITAIN, BN-1

WA:RNING
your !Jowell reaular do not

I

In keeping
become addlr.ted to weakening 1>urgattve1
or mlnoral Juutlws; just try KOROLAX;
sate. pn,tle, whole.some. Best and soc,
fartll .. t. Obtainable at bw,y drucglsb, every.
where. Koroiax b r cllef for many ailments.
tneludJn·1 constir,allon, headaohea. dizzy

e,ella, belching, gas, heartburn, torpid llnr,
bad breath, n~"ou11mess, d yspepsia, tndlgt!s~

tlon, obesJt:,, mental and phyaical dullness.

SORENE SS
Sore or open
eczema healed
free book and
A. 0. Llepe, 1457

HEALED

legs, ulcers, enlarged veins,
Write for .
wlllle you work.
describe your own case.
Green Bay Av., lllllwaukee,Wle.

NtW SCIE~TIFIC- WONDER'

-~~'

~~!'Jott~,e~a~o~'!~!

Acquainted; How to B,gin Courtalllp
How to Court a Bashful Girl; to Woo a
Widow; to win an Heirefll; how to catch
a llich Bachelor; how tomo.nage yeur
beau tomaichim pn,pose:how to make
your fellow or girl lo,re yo•1; what to do
before and after the wcddlug, Telle
o ther thiur1 necessa ry for Lo,,era te
know, iamn b COE;Y by ruall 10 _.._

&OUL IIOOJt to.. Boa ~.

It, lerwll&, c:.._

eliv red v1't FREE I

WILD

\VEST

WEEKLY

- - LATI<;ST ISSUES--

Your choice of 44 •bl••, colors

906 Young V.'il(l ,vest Laying Down.the Law; or, The "Bad" Men ot
and sizes in the famous Hne of
Black Bal I.
;·e1:h~~!~' J~i:i::to ~~n~a~;i:,~ 807 Young V, il<I \\·est 's r<1yiug Placer; or, Arietta's Luck.v Shot.
allowed !,OS Young \1(iltl \V~ st's Doubl e Leap; or, Downing a Dan;::erous Uang.
.
. . on the , CO!l Young Wild W •st Afte r the M!'xlcan Raidet·s; or, Arietta Ou a
b1cyc1c you select, actu~I 1'1d1~gteYt.
}lot ~'r:1 ii.

30 Days Free Tr 'ial

~::,~i
a~!~'::,E!,~~o~r 1~~~~r l~ac~
tory-to-Ridercasb prices.

fJlO Young Wii!l West auct lue Navajo Chief; or, ]fi erce Times On tue
Plains.
Do!}otbuyuntilyougetourgrea_t,uno !lll Young 'Yild ,vest Chasing tue Ilorse Thieves; or, Arietta and tile

f';;'.Jt~-!..6re~: ~~d ~~~~~ry-D,rec~ I .

LAMPS, ~ORNS, pedal~ • . !!12
T'RES
~
singlO"wheela and repair I

vartsforall c,3kesofbicyclesathalf 913
1
.:ri~
1~~~
ft CYCLE COMPANY 914
1,7 Dep•w 188 CHICAGO

~d~;~o:~:ob~;>n':1;>~:~

MEA

- ____________ __·_____ _
OLD COINS WANTED

$

D15

·1

916

7

Corral

~!ystr•1::r.

_

.

.

Yo_uug \\_11(] . \\ est and tlle l\1111e Girl; or, Tile Secret Band ot
Silver 8b:11t.
Young '\V!Jd W est I•:x po iug the Express Robbers; or, 1Vith
A1·ie tta ~n Gold Dust City.
.
Young Wild Wes t and the Cowbo,v 'l'ra1Jer; or, The Ranc!Jmnn's
Itevcnge .
Young Wile! W est and tlle .Miss iug Scout; or. Arietta and tile
llludman.
Young Wild West Doom ed to Deat!J; or, Arietla and the Rifle
(.jueen.

iz to $500 EA.CH paid tor Hundreds of 917 Young ,viJd Wes t On a Golden Trail; or, Tile Mystery of olagic
Co1ns elated before 1895, Keep ALL olci
r ns~.

I

Money. You may !Jave Coms worth a 918 Young Wild West Fig!Jting the Indians; or, Tae Uprising ot the
Large Premium. Send 10c. for ne"
Utes
Illust;ated Coin Value Book, size 4.3:0. 919 Young· Wild We s t On a Cattle Range; or, Aricta and the "Bad"
Get I o,ted at Once.
,
Cowboy.
CLARKE COIN CO., Box 35, Le Roy, N, Y. 020. Youug Wild West's Gallop for Glory; or, Tile Death of Ace Iligb.
!!21 Young
Wild '\Vest's Silver Search; or, Arietta and the L o..t
'11 r,_1as u re.

~l~l~AlQ:,~ !Yl,J~Jif

S

1
0
~:~~~ :'!~~;ji~~!~e:~~t:;
business mt!n, secretaries, stenosrraphera, typi!ts

b~·p:!J::al~n!f!'Jid

For sale by all nowsdf'nlers, er will be &ent to an;v addre ss on
receipt of J>l"ice, 7 ceuts per COJ>Y, in moo(loy or 1>oeta~o stan1ps, by
llARRY E. WOLFF, Pub., 166 West 23d St .. Ne,v York.

- everybody. LEARN and EARN. Home stu<b,

I

pastime.

Write tor book and FREE LESSON to

KING INSTITUTE, EH-103 StatioDf, New York,N.Y,
No. 1. ~!!~LE!;.~~~:c ~:Un~!~~E!~?o ~:contain- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ing the great oracle of !Juman d estiny; also the true meaning
of
almost any kind uf dreams, together wit!J cuarws, ceremonies , and
curious games of cards .
N o. 2. ]{OW TO DO TIHCKS.-Tbe great !Jook of magic and card
tricks, coutain ing full instruction on all the lea<ling card tricks of
the ,lay, also ti.J c mos t popul ar magical Illu sion s as performed by our
adin g magicians; every boy slloulcl ol,tain a copy ot this book.
!);o. 3. HOW TO l•"LIRT.-'l'be arts and wiles of flirtation are fuliy
plalnecl by this little book. Besides the various metho<.ls of huuu,rc!Jief, fan, gloYe, parasol, winLlow and hat flirtation, it contains a
111 list of tile language and sentiment of flowers.
No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of t!Jis little book. It con ins full in strttctions iu tbe art ot clanl'ing. etiquette in he bal11·ouw
u a parties, how to dress, and full directions for calling olI in all
pular square dances.
·o. 6. now TO llIAKE LOVE.-A complete guide to Jove, courtand marrlage, giviug sensible aclvic~. rules and etiquette to be
·d, with wany curious and interesting things not generally

I

OVERS GUIDE,orAnEasyRoadtoMarrlal\

ll•"H•wtoCourt•Bubl'lllOlrl."llowtoWo ouBolre11.••BIJII
X..df Should llan.•r:1 Ber 811,u to m&kt him Propose lil1rrtag..

,..Wed

1B0• toC•tth • Rioh lla1b11or. "Bow to Win tb.PnorofL&dlet.
a,tte ..L,M. All,ubjtoLlholpf11ltoloHn. tOC POSTPAID

:WARD PUB. CO., TILTON, N. H.
NOW,

JAZZ 'EMUP, BOYS I A NEW AND NIFTY INYENTIOH
.
'
~tii#:.,.._~;~W~~I tzU"'90)

, o. 6. HOW TO BECOl\lE AN ATHLE'l'E.-Giving full lnstrucons for the use of dum!Jbells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, horizuntat
bars and various other met!Jods of developing a good, h ealt hy muscle;
.ontaining over s ixty illustrations.
Ko. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.-Ilandsomel.v illustrated and containing full instructions for tbe management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.
No. 9. HOW TO BECOillE A VENTRILOQUIST.-By Harry Kennedy. Every intelligent boy reading tbls hook ot instructions can
master the art, and create any amount of fun for himself and
friends. It is the greatest book ever pubilshed.
J<' or sale !Jy all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on
receipt of price, 10c. per copy, or 3 for 25c., in money or po1-:tage

sto.mps, by
FRANK TOUSEY, Pub,, 168 West 23d St., Now York.

~

ISlid! Flute-Piccolo. play; d Instantly. ·2 !5c AGERTS WANTED

8TEWART CO., S21K W. 48th St., N. Y. 0.

PinkCameo
Brooch Free.
Pink

Background White He~d.
Gold filled . bright polished nm.
Strong joint and catch. To make
friend& and introduce our Maga·
zine and Ring Ba.rga.iDB, send 20
eta. !orayear'ssubscrip~ion, and
this Cameo Brooch will be sent
FREE, postpaid. M. McPhlllips,
'1S W.43d St., Dept.1-l' New York.

SCEN ARI-OS

HOW TO
WRITE THEM

By JAl\IES P. COGAN
Price 35 Cents Per Copy
This book contains all the most recent changes in the method
ot construction and submission of ~cenarios. Sixty Lessons,
covering every phase ot scenario writing, from the most ele·
mental to the most advanced principles. This treatise covers
everything a person must kno}V In order to make money as a
successful scenario writer. For sale by all News-dealers and
Book-Stores. It you cannot procure a copy , send us the price.
35 cents, in money or postage stamps, and we will mail .vou one,
postage free. address
L. SENABENS, 219 Se·venth Ave,, New ¥ork, N. Y,

